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REMARKS. 


Socontfe. 

“  La  Belle  France  ”  and  “  Merrie  England ”  were  the 
titles  by  which  these  two  powerful  countries  were  distin¬ 
guished  in  the  olden  time.  The  vine-covered  hills  of 
France  were  the  scene  of  song,  dance,  and  minstrelsy  ,  and 
wakes,  bride-ales,  and  May-games,  were  among  the  many 
periodical  festivals  that  welcomed  the  seasons  in  theii 
harmonious  round,  and  won  the  appellation  of  “  merrie 
from  our  jovial-hearted  ancestors.  The  demon  of  revo¬ 
lution  quenched  the  last  dim  spark  of  French  chivalry,  for 
it  made  men  robbers  and  assassins  ;  and,  while  it  inspired 
its  votaries  with  a  furious  joy,  similar  to  that  which  ani¬ 
mated  the  weird  sisters  when  “good  kings  bleed,”  de¬ 
stroyed  all  relish  for  virtuous  emulation  and  social  happi¬ 
ness.  To  puritanism,  politics,  and  chilling  philosophy, 
England  owes  the  decay  of  her  ancient  pastimes,  and  the 
growth  of  that  insipid  uniformity  of  character,  and  sordid 
utilitarian  economy,  which  have  produced  our  modern 
stupefaction  of  intellect  and  confusion  of  knowledge.— 
France— thanks  to  the  buoyant  and  elastic  temperament 
of  the  people  ! — was  more  consistent  than  her  saturnine 
neighbour.  While  the  revolution  was  raging  with  all  its 
fury,  her  theatres  were  crowded,  and  religion  and  decency 
publicly  abjured  ;  but  in  England,  the  sanguinary  scene  was 
rendered  doubly  dismal  by  the  absence  of  all  mirthful  sti¬ 
mulants— by  the  mummery  of  pretended  sanctity;  and, 
while  the  axe  fell  on  the  neck  of  her  royal  martyr,  and  the 
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bravest  and  noblest  of  her  blood  bathed  her  ungrateful 
soil,  the  conventicles  echoed  with  the  “  devout  breath¬ 
ings”  of  the  morose  and  hypocritical  traitors,  glorifying 
the  God  of  Mercy  for  their  foul  deeds,  and  craving  a  bles¬ 
sing  on  meditated  murders  !  The  remains  of  old  customs 
and  happier  times  are  occasionally  to  be  seen  in  France  to 
this  day  ;  but  the  traveller  in  England  will  look  in  vain 
for  a  remnant  of  her  ancient  festivities  in  his  forlorn  pil¬ 
grimage.  For  how  many  faces  that  scowl  on  him  gloomy 
and  discontented,  will  he  behold  one  that  smiles  with  con¬ 
scious  rectitude,  serene  and  happy  ! 

The  institution  of  the  Rosiere,  one  of  the  festive  re¬ 
mains  of  old  France,  is  of  very  remote  antiquity  ;  that  of 
Salency,  according  to  tradition,  was  founded  by  St.  M£- 
dard,  in  the  fifth  centuty.  The  Rosiere  of  Sur£ne  was 
instituted  in  1778  by  the  amiable  Abb£  d’Heliot;  and 
originally  consisted  of  a  coronet  of  roses  and  a  dower  of 
three  hundred  francs,  to  be  given  to  the  most  virtuous 
maiden  in  the  village  ;  the  choice  to  be  determined  by  the 
elders  of  the  village,  over  whom  the  Cur4  and  the  Maire 
were  to  preside  by  turns.  This  ffite  is  yearly  celebrated 
on  the  first  Sunday  after  St.  Louis  ;  at  the  same  time,  the 
elders  name  two  younger  lasses,  whose  exemplary  conduct 
has  entitled  them  to  this  distinction,  as  Rosettes,  or  future 
candidates  for  the  crown.  These  accompany  the  Rosiere 
at  her  coronation,  and  are  seated  by  her  side.  Such  are 
the  salutary  effects  of  virtuous  emulation  in  the  minds  of 
the  young  !  The  accursed  revolution  robbed  the  pleasant 
village  of  Sur6ne  of  this  well-bestowed  portion  :  the  scaf¬ 
fold  and  the  Lanterne  became  the  only  objects  of  attrac¬ 
tion  ;  and  the  sacred  temple  in  which  the  fete  was  held, 
renowned  for  being  the  actual  scene  of  the  conferences  of 
1595,  that  were  to  bring  about  the  resignation  of  Henri 
Quatre,  was  desecrated  by  the  infuriated  brawlings  of  the 
regicides,  and,  like  some  of  our  glorious  cathedrals  during 
Cromwell’s  usurpation,  made  a  stable  for  the  horses  of  the 
revolutionary  troopers  !  In  the  year  1804,  a  young  mar- 
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ried  couple,  colonists  from  the  Isle  of  France,  Mons.  and 
Mad.  Desbassins,  residing  on  the  Green  of  Surene,  having 
lost  their  only  child,  resolved,  ere  their  final  departure 
from  the  scene  of  so  many  pleasing  yet  mournful  recollec¬ 
tions,  to  re-establish  the  f£te  of  the  Rosi&re.  Their  dar¬ 
ling  Camille  having  been  buried  on  Mount  Valerien,  which 
overhangs  the  church,  they  ordained  that,  on  the  yearly 
celebration  of  this  f£te,  after  the  “  messe  des  anges ,”  the 
clergy,  citizens,  and  lasses  of  the  village  should  go  in  pro¬ 
cession  to  their  daughter’s  tomb,  and  pluck  from  the  rose- 
trees  by  which  it  was  surrounded,  roses  sufficient  to  form 
the  crown ;  that  the  ribbon  which  served  to  tie  them 
should  be  black  ;  and  that  the  first  girl  born  of  the  Ro- 
sifere  after  her  marriage  should  be  named  Camille,  in  re¬ 
membrance  of  her  they  had  lost.  These  terms,  full  of 
tender,  romantic,  and  pious  feeling,  were  joyfully  accepted 
by  the  inhabitants  of  the  village.  Thus,  out  of  an  event 
so  mournful  and  affecting,  grew  the  revival  of  an  institu¬ 
tion  that  makes  thousands  of  young  hearts  happy,  con¬ 
duces  to  the  practice  of  virtue,  and  pays  a  delicate  and  ap¬ 
propriate  tribute  to  innocence  and  the  tomb. 

The  custom  of  planting  flowers  over  the  graves  of  de¬ 
parted  friends  is  beautiful  and  humane.  Talk  of  the  fop¬ 
pery  of  French  churchyards  !  Compare  the  solemn  cy¬ 
press  groves  and  enamelled  parterres  of  Pere  la  Chaise 
with  the  dank,  reeking  charnel-houses  of  London  and  its 
vicinity  !  This  custom  was  once  prevalent  in  England  ; 
and  Montgomery  ( James J,  in  one  of  his  poems,  gives  a 
charming  description  of  the  effects  of  sunshine  after  a 
shower,  in  the  lovely-planted  groves  of  a  Moravian  bury- 
ing-ground.  The  French  epitaphs  are  exquisitely  simple  : 
“  Ici  repose"  contrasts  strangely  with  the  nauseous  bur¬ 
lesque  that  blazons  forth  the  posthumous  virtues — the 
“loving  father,”  “  pious  Christian,”  and  “  honest  man,” 
of  some  wretch  that  “stunk  alive,”  and  thus,  by  a  poe¬ 
tical  transfiguration,  “  becomes  a  precious  mummy  dead  !” 

The  plot  of  Joconde,  in  which  the  original  adapter  has 
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skilfully  interwoven  tlie  f6te  of  the  Rosi^re,  bears  some 
affinity  to  the  excursion  of  King  Schahzenan  and  the  Sul¬ 
tan  Schahriar,  in  the  Arabian  Nights.  The  story,  with 
infinite  variations,  has  passed  from  the  early  Italian  no¬ 
velists,  the  Anglo-Norman  minstrels,  and  the  Proven5al 
troubadours,  to  the  immortal  Boccacio  and  La  Fontaine. 
The  Italian  and  French  stages  are  indebted  to  it  for  innu¬ 
merable  operas,  ballets,  &c.  ;  and  among  the  most  cele¬ 
brated  are  “  Cosi  fan  Tut t if  with  Mozart’s  music,  and 
Monsieur  Etienne’s  comic  opera  of  “  Joconde,  ou  les  Cou- 
reurs  d' Aventures ;"  from  which  Mr.  MoncriefF  has  in 
part  borrowed  the  present  comedy.  “Intrigue,"  by  Mr. 
Poole,  and  “  Philandering ,”  by  Mr.  Beazley,  are  also  de¬ 
rived  from  the  same  source.  The  author  relates,  that 
having  become  the  manager  of  a  provincial  theatre  in  his 
nonage,  and  being  desirous  of  opening  it  with  something 
new,  he  commenced  dramatising  the  present  story,  the  in¬ 
cidents  of  which  he  had  seen  in  a  ballet  at  the  King’s 
Theatre,  called  “  Le  Prince  Troubadour."  So  pushed 
was  he,  however,  for  time,  that  he  was  unable  to  make  a 
perfect  transcript  of  his  piece,  but  wrote  out  the  parts  from 
his  mental  copy,  and  distributed  them  among  the  actors  ! 
These  disjecta  membra  poetce,  had  not  Mr.  Davidge  kindly 
put  them  together,  would  have  been  lost  to  the  world. 

J oconde  is  agreeably  written  ;  the  songs  are  well  adapted 
to  the  popular  French  airs  ;  and  the  characters  and  inci¬ 
dents  are  so  lively  and  bustling,  that  they  must  always  en¬ 
sure  it  a  favourable  reception  on  the  stage. 

D. - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they  have 
t  een  acted.  The  St  aye  Directions  are  given  from  personal  observation, 
during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  AND  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Reft;  R.  D.  Right  Door;  L.  D.  Reft  Door  , 
C-.  D.  F.  or  M.  D.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  D.  F.  Right  Door  in  the 
Flat ;  L.  D.  F.  Reft  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  the  Scene  running  across  the 
tack  of  the  Stage  ;  R.S.  E.  Right  Second  Entrance  ;  R.  U.  E.  Right  Upper 
Entrance;  L.  S.  E.  Left  Second  Entrance  :  L.  U.  E.  Reft  Upper  Entrance. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Reft;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre, 
L.  C.  Reft  of  Centre . 

R  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 


*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  he  on  the  Stage  facing  the  Audience. 


©ast  of  tf)E  Characters. 

As  originally  sustained  at  the  Olympic  Theatre. 


Prince,  .  , 
Joconde,  . 
Baillie,  .  . 
Lucas,  . . , 
Bertrand, 


Mr.  Baker. 
Mr.  Wrench. 
Mr.  Oxberrj . 
Mr.  Slomari. 
Mr.  G.  Sniitli. 


Countess, . Mrs.  Edwin. 

Edile . Miss  Phillips. 

Jeannette . Mrs.  Fitzwilliam. 


Servants,  Villagers,  fyc.  Messrs  Brown,  Jones,  Robinson,  & c. 


THE  PRINCE. — First  Dress— White  silk  shape  and  trunks, 
slashed  with  crimson  and  gold  ;  silk  stockings  and  shoes,  jewelled 
rosettes;  crimson  velvet  mantle,  lined  with  ermine;  ducal  hat, 
diamond  button  and  loop,  rich  plume  of  feathers.  Second  Dress— 
Grey  cloth  shape  and  trunks,  slashed  with  pink;  russet  boots;  dark 
cloak;  plain  hat  and  feathers;  silk  scarf. 

JOCONDE. — First  Dress — White  silk  shape  and  trunks,  slashed 
with  blue  and  silver;  white  silk  stockings  and  shoes,  jewelled 
rosettes;  purple  velvet  mantle;  white  satin  bat,  diamond  button 
and  loop,  plume  of  feathers.  Second,  Dress — Same  as  the  Prince’s. 

BAILLIE. — Rlack  velvet  shape  and  trunks,  slashed  with  white; 
jet  tags  ;  black  silk  stockings,  red  clocks  ;  high  shoes,  paste  buckles  ; 
official  hat,  and  cloak. 

LUCAS. — Undress  French  Hussar’s  dress. 

BERTRAND. — Brown  doublet  and  jerkin  ;  orange  lappels  ,  blue 
stockings  ;  worsted  hat,  and  band. 

SERVANTS,  VILLAGERS,  &c.— Various  coloured  stuff  doub¬ 
lets  and  jerkins. 

THE  COUNTESS. — First  Dress — Rich  white  satin  dress  ;  sto¬ 
macher  ornamented  with  gold  and  jewelled  ;  white  satin  hat  and  os¬ 
trich  feathers,  jewelled  band  ;  mantle  and  train  of  purple  and 
gold.  Second  Dress — Dark  stuff  gipsy  hood  and  gown  ;  cloak  of 
the  same. 

ED1LE First  Di  •ess — White  satin  dress;  ornamented  stomacher  ; 

hat  and  feathers  ;  mantle  and  train,  light  blue  silk  and  silver. — Se¬ 
cond  Dress-  Same  as  that  of  the  Countess. 

JEANNETTE —  First  Dress — Green  boddice;  black  silk  apron, 
fancy  skirt;  hat  and  ribbons.  Second  Dress — Plain  white  muslin; 
pink  trimmings. 

VILLAGERS. — Stuff  dresses — various  colours  ;  country  hats,  bod- 
dices,  &c 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.  1  he  stage  represents  the  interior  of  a  grand 
Saloon  in  the  Palace  of  the  Countess  of  Martigue,  which 
a  number  of  domestics  are  engaged  in  decorating,  fyc. 

Enter  Bertrand,  l. 

AIR  and  CHORUS. — Bertrand  and  Servants. 

Air.— “  Fall  of  Paris  ” 

Odds  my  life  tho’  done  so  hasty, 

Sure  the  place  looks  wondrous  tasty  ; 

How  I  like  those  wreathes  of  roses, 

And  those  charming-  posies, 

Doubt  not  those  you’ve  toil’d  to  please, 

With  store  of  gold  will  gladly  ease 
Your  care  and  pains,  thishappy  day, 

Which  yields  our  ladies  to  love’s  sway. 

Hark,  hark  !  I  hear  them — yes,  they  come. 

Off!  off!  you  rogues — make  room,  make  room, 

The  prince  will,  with  Joconde  his  friend, 

Soon  come,  their  cares  to  end. 

Not  a  soul  must  then  be  by, 

’Twere  death  their  raptures  to  espy. 

Even  I  must  haste  away, 

Tho’  I’d  give  the  world  to  stay, 

To  hear  their  sweets,  their  dears,  their  loves, 

Their  darlings,  ducks,  and  doves, 

Yes,  yes,  I  hear  them — see,  they  come, 

Off  *  off!  you  rogues — make  room,  make  room. 

CHORUS. — Servants. 

We  do  but  hear,  and  we  obey, 

So  master  Seneschal,  good-day. 

Her.  Away  1  away  ! 

Ser.  Good-day,  good-day 
Her.  Away  !  away  !  away  . 


[2T.retD*{  Servants,  r. 
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Ber  Aye,  aye;  away  with  you  boys,  and  I’ll  soon 
follow  you.  I  have  enough  to  do,  heaven  knows  ;  our 
ladies  have  resolved  to-day  to  bestow  on  the  Prince  and 
his  friend  Joconde,  those  long  wished-for  gifts,  which 
will  announce  their  consents  to  an  immediate  union  ; 
therefore  the  ceremony  will  take  place  directly,  for  the 
bridegrooms  are  too  high  mettled  to  suffer  any  delay  on 
their  parts ;  yes,  yes,  I  shall  have  every  thing  to  get 
reatjy - Oh,  here  they  come,  let  me  away.  [Exeunt,  R. 

Enter  Mathilde  and  Edile,  c.  f. 

DUETTO. 

AlR. — “  Dans  un  Delire  extreme 


How  bl  ight,  how  calm,  how  pure, 

Our  nuptial  morning  break*  ; 

Heaven  smiles  upon  our  union  sure, 

When  sucli  a  day  it  wakes. 

Oh!  morn  of  smilesand  sighs, 

May  you  an  omen  be  ; 

And  may  each  morning  rise, 

As  bright  and  pure  as  thee. 

As  free  from  each  annoy. 

As  hope-fraught  and  as  calm, 

For  all  thy  sighs  are  sighs  of  joy, 

Thy  tears  are  tears  of  balm. 

Edile,  Heigho  !  would  you  believe  it,  Countess,  but 
now  that  the  moment  approaches,  which  is  to  consu inmate 
all  my  wishes,  to  crown  all  my  hopes,  I  tremble  !  1  fear  a 
thousand  things,  and  wish  this  day,  so  long  desired, 
were  distant - 

Math.  [ archly .]  How  long,  Edile  V 

Edile  [with  a  sigh .]  Not  very  long,  yet  still  I  wish  it 
distant. 

Math.  But  why,  Edile?  why  should  you  wish  the 
day  distant  that  is  to  yield  to  your  wishes,  a  lover, 
young,  noble,  handsome,  and  accomplished  !  a  lover  for 
whom  all  the  women  in  France  are  dying? 

Edile.  Oh !  Mathilde,  those  very  attractions  are  the 
causes  of  my  alarm  ;  you  know  the  notorious  gallantry 
of  Joconde,  his  gaiety,  his  fickleness!  combined  toge¬ 
ther,  may  they  not  soon  estrange  him  from  me?  I  do  not 
doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  present  passion,  1  but  doubt 
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its  continuance,  and  wish  still  further  to  try  a  constancy 
on  which  depends  my  future  happiness. 

Math.  Dearest  Edile,  how  rejoiced  am  I  to  hear  you 
speak  thus,  such  are  exactly  my  sentiments  towards  the 
Prince,  though  1  have  hitherto  been  fearful  of  giving 
them  utterance.  They  approach ;  to  try  their  since¬ 
rity,  let  us  appear  to  doubt  it  ;  at  the  moment  we  are 
about  to  bestow  them,  let  us  refuse  the  gifts  with  which 
we  resign  our  liberty  ;  and  demand  further  proofs  of  their 
constancy,  ’ere  we  consent  to  reward  it  !  from  their  sub¬ 
sequent  conduct,  if  we  lye  in  ambush  for  them,  we  can 
soon  discover  the  depth  of  their  affection,  and  either 
bless  or  punish  it  as  we  find  occasion. 

Edile.  It  shall  be  so,  Countess. 

Enter  Joconde  and  the  Prince,  l. 

Joe.  Good  morrow  to  the  lovely  subjects  of  our  night¬ 
ly  visions  ;  the  sweetest  airs  of  morning  breathe  to  salute 
the  bright  objects  of  our  wishes,  the  pure  hopes  of  our 
hearts. 

Prince.  Thus  kneeling  at  your  feet,  we  solicit  those 
gifts,  the  long  desired  precursors  of  others,  whose  value 
is  inestimable. 

Math.  Prince,  Joconde,  do  we  not  act  rashly  in  so 
easily,  so  readily  yielding  up  the  prize  of  our  charms? 

Edile.  Should  we  not  have  stronger  proof  of  your 
sincerity  ?  will  not  the  world  censure  our  want  of  caution  ? 

Math.  Most  surely  it  will ;  therefore,  however  it  may 
pain  us  and  you,  prudence  compels  us  for  awhile  to  fore¬ 
go  our  happiness, — prove  but  a  little  longer  constant  and 
kind,  and  never  shall  you  find  us  otherwise. 

Joe.  [aside.]  Confusion! — but  you  cannot  be  so 
cruel,  Edile  my  love  !  you  will  not  in  one  moment  plunge 
me  from  the  brightest  heights  of  rapture,  to  the  darkest 
depths  of  despair?  No,  it  is  impossible  ! 

Edile.  However  painful,  Joconde  we  must  abide  by 
our  determination. 

Prince.  Countess,  Mathilde  !  I  conjure,  I  implore  you 
to  abandon  such  a  rash  resolve;  reriect ’ere  you  de¬ 
cide,  remember,  you  either  bestow  on  me  mercy  or  mad¬ 
ness  ;  for  I  cannot  live  under  a  disappointment  so  terri¬ 
ble  !  Is  this  your  resolution  ? 

Math.  It  is! 

Joe.  And  yours,  Edile! 

Edile.  Most  certainly ! 
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Joe.  Then  farewell  happiness,  perhaps  for  ever! 

Edile.  Allow  us  to  retire  for  awlule  ;  the  pain  ot  a 
trial  which  nothing'  but  it’s  necessity  would  tempt  us  to 
impose  on  our  lovers,  overcomes  us.  in  the  solitude  of 

our  chambers  we  shall  find  relief. 

r Exeunt  Mathilde  and  Edile,  R«—  but  shortly  after  re¬ 
appear,  and  remain  unobserved  in  the  back  ground. 

Prince.  Joconde,  my  friend,  what  are  we  to  think  of 

this?  how  should  we  regard  it  ? 

Joe.  Only  as  another  proof  of  the  pure  virtue  of  our 
charming  mistresses. 

Prince.  Proof!— the  proof  seems  to  be  required  on 
our  side:  they  doubt  our  constancy,  and  wish  to  put  us 
to  the  trial!'  I’m  tortured !— Pm  distracted  !  to  be  dis¬ 
appointed  on  my  wedding  day  !  zounds!  it  s  more  than 
flesh  and  blood  can  bear ! 

Joe.  I  feel  the  disappointment,  Prince,  as  poignantly 
as  yourself;  methinks  with  lovers  like  us,  they  might 
have  been  a  little  less  rigorous. 

Prince.  Jealousy  takes  possession  of  my  soul ;  I  could 
almost  think  Mathilde  cannot  truly  love  me,  or  she  never 
would  inflict  such  anguish  on  me;  but  then,  did  J  not 


carry  her  off  from  a  crowd  of  lovers? 

Joe.  Yes  ;  but  all  of  them  of  inferior  rank  to  yourself. 

Prince.  What  is  it  you  mean,  Joconde  ? 

Joe.  Nothing  ;  only  1  have  two  or  three  times  thought 
it  was  your  title,  and  not  yourself  she  was  enamoured 
with;  very  likely  she  may  have  proposed  this  to  Edile, 
at  the  instance  of  some  more  favoured  lover. 

Prince.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  Joconde,  Edile  may 
have  proposed  it  to  her  for  the  very  same  reason 

Joe.  Oh,  no,  Prince,  I  have  no  title  to  attract  the  wo¬ 
man  with;  I  stand  on  my  own  simple  merit,  have  only 
my  own  poor  person,  and  what  few  accomplishments  the 
world  has  given  me  credit  for  to  back  my  suit  ! 

Prince.  Well,  if  you  had  no  title,  you  had  no  op¬ 
ponents  ;  for  it  was  well-known  Edile  had  no  lovers  save 
yourself. 

Joe.  Notwithstanding  that,Istakemy  life  on  her  fidelity 

Prince.  Then  1  cannot  say  I  should  like  to  insure  your 
life  ;  the  policy  would  soon  be  out,  were  a  prince  to  offer 
himself! — 

Joe.  It  would  be  of  very  little  use  where  Joconde 
had  been. 

Prince.  You  flatter  yourself. 
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Joe.  Try  then,  and  I’ll  see  at  the  same  time  what 
your  Mathilde  is  made  of. 

Prince.  O!  with  all  my  heart ;  a  bad  taste  is  not  to 
be  numbered,  1  believe,  among  her  faults  ;  she  has  precep- 
tion  ;  she  is  not  blind  to  the  graces  of  dignity  and  rank. 

Joe.  Agreed  then  ;  they  have  put  us  to  the  trial,  and 
cannot  grumble  at  our  serving  them  the  same  ;  let  us  in¬ 
stantly  in  search  of  them.  1  will  court  your  Mathilde, 
and  you  shall  attack  my  Edile  ;  1  do  not  fear  defeat  either 
way. 

Prince.  Be  it  so  ;  we  will  not  los**  a  moment  in  con¬ 
vincing  ourselves.  [Exeunt  Joconde,  R. —  Prince ,  l. 

Mathilde  and  Edile  come  fonoard  from  behind. 

Math.  So  a  very  pretty  plot  they  have  laid  ;  it  proves, 
however,  the  rogues  love  us  ; — to  try  them  further,  do 
you  Edile  appear  to  yield  t.o  the  Prince — Pll  do  the  same 
to  Joconde  ; — we  must  punish  them  a  little,  for  daring  to 
doubt  us. 

Edile.  They  are  two  very  pretty  swains,  upon  my 
word  ; —  you  love  the  prince  merely  for  his  title  ! — 

Math.  And  you  accept  Joconde  merely  for  want  of  a 
better! — we  are  to  be  put  to  the  ordeal — tried  like  chil¬ 
dren  with  a  basket  of  sweetmeats  ; — away,  Joconde  re¬ 
turns  ;  I  shall  meet  him  here,  you  in  the  meantime  can 
encounter  the  Prince,  and  it  is  strange  if  we  can’t  punish 
these  gentlemen  as  they  deserve.  [Exit  Edile,  l. 

Enter  Joconde,  r. 

Joe.  Ha!  the  Countess!  this  is  indeed  apropos.  How 
it  rejoices  me,  lovely  lady,  to  find  you  alone  ; — heaven 
knows  I  have  too  long  wished  for  such  an  opportunity; 
— I  come  to  disclose  to  you  all  my  madness — my  misery: 
my  heart  is  burthened  with  a  secret  I  must  reveal,  or 
perish  in  concealing.  You  think  I  love  Edile  ? 

Math.  As  surely  as  I  think  the  Prince  loves  me. 

Joe.  In  both  you  are  mistaken  ;  nay,  start  not,  you 
Countess,  are  the  object  of  my  choice,  as  Edile  is  of  his  ! 
—  I  would  have  disclosed  myself  long  ago,  but  your  rank, 
my  friendship  for  the  Prince,  all  seemed  to  forbid  it; 
yet  now,  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts,  my  passion  blazes  out 
and  betrays  itself; — it  burns  !  it  rages!  it  destroys  ! — 
unless  you  pity  me,  I  am  irrevocably  lost  ! 

Math.  What  do  T  hear  ? 
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Joe.  The  eternal  vows  of  constancy  of  one  who  adores 
you  to  distraction — who  cannot  live  without  you  ; — this 
may  be  madness,  I  know  it  ;  but  it  is  the  madness  of  pas¬ 
sion,  and  what  woman  would  not  forgave  that? — thus  on 
my  knee  let  me  solicit  your  compassion — your  mercy  ; 
my  existence  is  in  your  hands, — one  word  from  you  de¬ 
stroys  or  blesses  me;  come,  come,  you  must  not,  you  can¬ 
not  be  hard-hearted  ; — that  scarf,  it  is  the  token  of  hope; 
it  would  raise  my  heart  to  Heaven. 

Math.  This  warmth — this  fervour, — Joconde,  how  can 
I  resist  it  ?  Yet  my  obligations  to  the  Prince — 

Joe.  Are  nugatory;  you  acted  wisely  this  morning  in 
doubting  us  ;  we  were  neither  of  us  sincere, — I  can  carry 
on  the  deception  no  longer  ; — he  is  as  fond  of  Edile  as  I 
am  of  you  ;—  do  not  be  cruel,  that  scarf  would  bless — 
would  transport  me  ;  I  might  then  hope  andlive  ! — 

Math.  I  cannot  give  it. 

Joe.  But  I  can  take  it  ;  nay,  lovely  charming  Countess ! 
you  must  not,  you  shall  not  refuseme, — you  smileconsent. 

[ takes  the  scarf.]  It  is  mine!  Victoria!  Victoria!  I  indeed 
am  blest;  poor  Lysander — fortunate  Joconde.  [aside. 

Math.  My  safety  lies  in  flight ; — farewell  Joconde, 
irresistible  Joconde.  [Exeunt  Mathilde,  R. 

Joe.  Yes,  I  fancy  there’s  few  women  could  be  cruel  to 
me  ;  she  has  yielded  ; — it  was  a  matter  of  course, — I  have 
the  scarf, — it  is  no  more  than  I  expected; — what  a  thing 
it  is  people  will  have  such  a  cursed  good  opinion  of  them¬ 
selves;  now  there’s  the  Prince,  who  really  is  an  uncom¬ 
monly  sensible  fellow  in  some  things, — when  it  comes  to 
love,  is  so  unaccountably  conceited,  he  thinks  no  wo¬ 
man  can  resist  him  ;  he  is  certainly  passable  enough,  and 
might  succeed  when  no  one  of  superior  attractions  offered 
himself;  but  when  that  is  the  case,  he  stands  no  chance  ; 
oh,  here  he  comes, — eh  !  why  how  confoundedly  embar¬ 
rassed  he  looks; — half  suspects,  perhaps,  my  success,  or 
is  mortified  at  Edile’s  refusal;  yes,  that’s  it. 

Enter  Prince,  l. 

Prince,  [aside.]  There  he  is,  poor  fellow,  little  dreaming 
that  the  Edile,  he  thought  doated  on  him,  has  given  me 
the  locket  she  this  morning  refused  to  his  entreaties,  his 

prayers. - What  the  devil  shall  I  say  to  him  ?  I  must 

break  it  out  somehow  ;— it’s  really  a  delicate  subject. 

Joe.  [aside.]  Upon  my  soul,  I  hav’nt  the  heart  to  tell 
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him,  although  its  nothing  more  than  I  expected.  It  cer¬ 
tainly  is  extremely  painful,  yet  1  must  do  it. 

Prince .  [aside.]  He  fears  some  mischief  undoubtedly  by 
his  embarrassed  manner  ;  he’s  afraid,  no  doubt,  to  ask  me 
my  success  ; — 1  warrant  Mathilde  gave  him  a  rare  repulse. 

Joe.  [aj/r/e.]  I  must  tell  him,  so  here  goes  at  once  ; 
— well,  Prince,  I  have  seen  Mathilde,  and — and — 

Prince.  [astde.]Ah,  poor  fellow.  I  knew  how  it  was;  well, 
and  come,  come,  out  with  it  at  once  ;  you  found  her 
a  pattern  of  perfection  ;  she  indignantly  spurned  you 
from  her  presence;  loaded  you  with  all  manner  of  re¬ 
proaches,  and  proved  that  her  heart  was  mine  alone;  I 
knew  it  would  be  so,  1  was  certain  of  it. 

Joe.  Ah,  my  friend,  in  this  deceitful  world,  it  is  best 
not  to  be  certain  of  any  thing. 

Prince.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Joe.  Woman,  my  Prince,  will  be  woman  ;  it’s  the 
nature  of  the  sex  to  be  inconstant, — their  smiles  are  de¬ 
ceitful  as  the  skies  of  April  !  and  it  is  the  part  of  a  wise 
man  to  arm  himself  with  fortitude,  and  rise  superior  to 
their  falsehood; — alas!  but  rarely  do  we  find  one  truly 
sincere  ; — for  one  Edile,  there  are  at  least  fifty  Mathilde’s. 

Prince.  Mathilde!  confusion!  Joconde,  you  play 
with  me;  you  forget  what  is  due  to  our  friendship  and 
my  rank! — but  lam  not  to  be  sported  with,  Sir;  what 
is  it  you  would  insinuate?  [  armly. 

Joe.  O,  since  it  comes  to  that,  merely  this  ;  that  Ma¬ 
thilde,  instead  of  being  as  you  supposed,  desperately  in 
love  with  you,  does’nt  care  a  fig  for  you  ;  in  a  word,  pre¬ 
fers  my  little  finger  to  you,  and  your  whole  principality. 
I  am  sorry  to  be  so  abrupt,  but  you  force  it  from  me  ;  —  I 
would  have  disclosed  it  more  delicately,  but  your  warmth, 
your  haste,  forbade  it.  It  is  distressing  I  own — 

Prince.  Distressing  !  it  is  false,  Sir  !  you  slander  her  1 
1  must  have  proof; — she  would  not  give  you  the  slightest 
encouragement. 

Joe.  No  ;  but  she  gave  me  this  scarf  though;  you  know 
this  scarf;  [shows  scarf.]  the  one  she  refused  you  this  morn¬ 
ing;  a  pretty  scarf  isn’t  it?  do  you  want  any  further  proofs? 
if  you  do,  only  speak  the  word,  you  shall  have  fifty  in  five 
minutes  ; — she  can  refuse  me  nothing  ; — it  is  painful  for 
me,  Prince,  to  blight  your  hopes  thus ;  but  you  know 
my  dear  fellow  you  desired  it;  it  was  your  own  fault ; 
1  can  assure  you,  I  scarcely  said  a  civil  thing  to  her  ; — 
she  threw  herself  into  my  arms  at  the  very  first  word. 
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Prince.  Enough,  enough  ;  I  am  somewhat  unsettled, 
— treacherous  Mathilde  ; — he  has  used  some  damned  arts 
with  her ;  but  thank  heaven  1  can  revenge  myself, — 
yes,  I'll  retaliate  upon  the  sneering  puppy,  [aside.]  Jo- 
conde,  my  friend,  I  was  overpowered  for  the  moment, — 
your  tidings  were  rather  unexpected,  but  is  over  now. 
As  you  well  observed,  it  is  the  duty  of  a  wise  man  to 
summon  fortitude  to  his  aid. — 

Joe.  Certainly  ;  and  besides  we  must  not  expect  every 
woman  to  be  an  Edile. 

Prince.  You,  I  hope,  are  plentifully  provided  with 
that  article. 

Joe.  Oh,  yes,  I  always  have  a  stock  by  me,  ready  for 
all  occasions,  so  that,  had  your  success  been  different  to 
what  it  has  been, — had  Edile  proved  as  faithless  as  the 
Countess,  I  should  have  heard  it  with  the  most  perfect, 
indifference. 

Prince.  My  dear  friend,  how  happy  I  am  to  hear  you 
speak  thus  ; — what  a  world  of  distress  it  will  save  me!  for 
tho’  it  is  painful  to  blight  a  friend’s  hopes,  yet  I  cannot 
consistent  with  my  duty,  Joconde,  conceal  from  you, 
that  woman  will  be  woman  ;  that  it  is  the  nature  of  the 
sex  to  be  deceitful  !  that  their  smiles  areas  false  as  April 
skies,  and  that  wise  men  will  summon  fortitude  to  their 
aid,  and — and — you  know  the  rest 

Joe.  Why,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Prince.  Nothing  ;  only  that  your  Edile  is  not  blind 
to  the  merits  of  a  Prince,  nor  deaf  to  his  entreaties; 
and  that  a  man  may  sometimes  deceive  himself,  and  fan¬ 
cy  a  woman  to  be  desperately  in  love  with  him,  when 
she  does’nt  care  if  he  were  hanged  to-morrow. 

Joe.  Why  surely  Edile  can’t  have - 

Prince.  Don’t  frighten  yourself,  I  didn’t  carry  mat¬ 
ters  to  extremity,  1  merely  contented  myself  with 
1  aking  half  a  dozen  kisses,  and  this  little  locket — you 
know  this  locket,  [shows  locket.']  don’t  you  ?  it  was  the 
one  she  refused  you  this  morning. 

Joe.  Treacherous  woman  ! — faithless,  cruel,  perjured 
Edile! 

Prince.  My  dear  fellow,  don’t  let  it  overcome  you, 

fortitude,  fortitude,  you  know  is  your  only  specific  in 
cases  of  this  nature. 


Joe.  1  am  rightly  served  ;  but  I  will  fly  these  hated 
scenes  of  falsehood  and  inconstancy swear  an  eternal 
hatred  to  the  sex— get  a  beard,  a  scull,  and  a  cross,  some 
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dry  crusts,  and  a  little  spring  water, — plunge  into  the 
deepest  solitudes  of  some  gloomy  forest,  and  turn  hermit ! 

Prince.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  the  gay  handsome  Joconde  turn 
hermit ; — you’ll  have  a  great  rc\'&x\y  female  penitents  visit 
your  cell ; — now  I  will  do  better ;  1  will  act  more  wisely !  1 
will  swear  a  perpetual  love  to  the  sex  yes,  I’ll  make 
love  to  them  all  :  maids,  wives,  and  widows,  and  as 
they  have  deceived  me,  so  will  1  deceive  them  !  yes,  by 
all  powerful  Cupid! — I  will  become  a  votary  of  pleasure ! 
— I  will  assume  the  disguise  of  a  wandering  troubadour, 
and  like  a  summer-bee,  making  sweet  music  as  I  rove 
along,  I’ll  sip  honey  from  every  flower  that  rises  in  my 
pathtogreet  me.  Come,  Joconde,  forswear  turning  her¬ 
mit  ancf  join  me  in  my  holy  pilgrimage  ; — you’ll  find  it 
more  genial  to  your  habits,  and  more  pleasant  to  yourself. 

Joe.  1  am  content;  it  shall  be  so; — I’ll  aid  you  in 
your  laudable  designs  with  the  most  religious  zeal,  and 
forget  in  the  arms  of  another,  the  beauties  of  her  whom 
I  feel  I  still  love,  even  though  1  cease  to  esteem  ;  come, 
brother,  in  misfortune  -  partner  in  care,  let  us  has¬ 
ten  to  prepare  for  our  departure  ;  this  way — 

Prince.  Nay,  I’ll  meet  you  here  anon  ;  1  have  some 
business  with  my  page — three  words  will  settle  it,  then  to 
commence  our  pilgrimage  of  pleasure,  and  forget  the 
faithlessless  of  women  in  their  beauties.  [Exit,  l. 

Joe.  Agreed  ;  do  not  be  long  ;  1  pant  to  leave  these 
scenes  of  guilt,  for  those  of  innocence  ;  and  make  this  fair 
but  faithless  sex,  join  in  inflicting  their  own  punishment. 

[Exit,  k. 

Countess  and  Edile  comefcrivard,  c.  f. 

Math.  A  very  pious  and  praise- worthy  resolution, 
truly. 

Edile.  Yes,  it  is,  but.  it  won’t  be  quite  complete  un¬ 
less  we  join  in  it;  what  say  you,  Countess?  shall  we 
follow  these  rebels  ?  give  them  disguise  for  disguise? 

Math.  Most  surely  we  will,  Edile;  we  will  disguise 
ourselves  as  gipsies  and  attend  the  footsteps  of  these 
wandering  troubadours. 

Edile.  Excellent! — watch  their  tricks,  and  foil  them  too; 
no  doubt  they’ll  play  some  pretty  pranks, — but  they  re¬ 
turn.  [Edile  and  Countess  retire, 

pp-enter  Prince  and  Joconde,  k —  and  jl. 

Joe  Now.  Prince! 

Prince.  Now,  Joconde! 
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Joe.  Let  us  leave  these  detested  halls,  where  splen* 
dour  only  serves  to  cover  guilt ;  hasten  to  the  country  and 
enjoy  all  the  charms  of  innocence  and  variety. 

QUARTETTO.  ( Omnes.J 

Air. — “  Le  Petit  Tambour.” 

Prince  and  Joconde. 

From  these  dark  scenes  of  falsehood  away, 

Where  love  but  speaks  fair  to  betray; 

To  the  country’s  blest  solitudes  let  us  depart, 

Its  shades  a  soft  balm  shall  impart ! 

We’ll  like  bees  seek  the  bowers  of  beauty, 

And  there  to  revenge  slighted  duty  ; 

We’ll  sip  every  flower  and  fly  every  hour, 

Till  with  tears  they  acknowledge  our  power. 

Mathilde  and  Edile.  (aside.) 

Ah,  traitors!  soon  we  on  the  wing, 

Will  warn  beauty’s  flowers  you  can  sting; 

That  you  hum  but  to  fly,  to  deceive  them  you  sigh, 

That  you’ll  leave  them  deserted  to  die  ! 

(  Omnes.J 

From  these  dark  scenes  of  falsehood  away, 

Retribution  no  longer  delay  ; 

To  the  country’s  blest  solitudes  let  us  depart, 

And  with  nature  avenge  perjured  art.  [Exeunt  Omnes. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Part  of  the  village  of  Martigue  ;  Jeannette'’ s 
cottage  stands  r.  s.  e.  Le  Ronde’s  duelling  L.  s.  e.  at 
each  side  of  the  stage  are  two  arbours ,  and  at  the  back  of 
the  stage  a  large  tree;  entrances  to  the  village  on  either 
side  at  the  back. — Enter  Villagers,  who  groupe  them¬ 
selves  under  Jeannette’s  window. 

CHORUS. — Villagers. 

Air. — “  Marlbrook.” 

Awake  this  happy  day,  friends, 

Gives  the  Rosiere’s  prize  away,  friends, 

No  longer  then  delay  friends, 

Seize  pleasure  while  we  may. 

The  purest  the  prize  will  get, 

And  who  so  pure  as  Jeannette. 

Arouse  our  queen  of  May,  friends, 

On  this  our  wedding-day,  friends, 

Our  choice  none  can  gainsay,  friends, 

To  the  castle  then  away! 
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neSours  r  w  6  Wmd™l  ^nks,  dear  friends,  and 
he  festival’-  Ij?1  C°me  d°T  instantly  and  prepare  for 
vour  aratefi',iyT  ’  ereffscarcely  an  hour  has  passed,  shall 
where*  the  R  ^ann?tte  Join  y°u  at  the  castle  of  Martigue, 
brings  £8  ?,18  da>\to  bestou'  the  P™e  that 

was  here  h  1  husbar)d !~ heigho  !  [Aside.]  I  wish  Lucas 

Bail.  [From  the  window.]  Whv  you  cantankerous 
jades  and  scoundrels!  what  an outcry fo  iere-“  there  no 
more  respect  due  to  the  Baillie  of  Martigue  but  you  must 

be^^so'neces^rv^filr1^!11^^,!?^8^3!11^  ,bl;eak  those  slu™- 


examnTe  nf  sorn1  my  slippers,  I’ll  make  a  terrible 
ample  ot  some  of  you,  *  warrant  me.  Ah  Jeannette 
darling,  good  morning  to  you.  ’  ednnette> 

cough”;  better.  m0,n“lg  t0  y0Ur  W0MhiP.  1  hop*  your 

praO  ros!^rmih?’  ‘i*m|n'|1,"!^  !  how  handsome  she  looks  ! 
pretty  rosebud  ;  how  I  shall  like  to  wear  her  in  mv  bosom  • 

you  know  what  to-day  is,  you  little  rogue :  lo  “ay  if  v“u 

and  ahusband ’  "h  ,i"e  you  a  thousand^ crowns 
anti  a  nusband,  yes,  yes,  both  are  in  the  gift  of  the  Bail 

lie  of  Martigue ;  for  my  wife,  thank  heavfn,  died  a  week 

ago  aye,  aye,  you  have  a  husband  ready  for  you  fori _ 

egad,  I  must  go  and  prepare  myself.  Here  jSdarif  boil 

mean  egg  or  two !  and  Francois/bring  my  gown  and  ra 

mLS;_ 8J°°d'byeL  Jeannette>  i  shall  soon  be  rfady;  off  you 
ues,  do  you  hear  me?  no  more  bawling,  or  the  beadle 
shall  give  you  something  to  bawl  for.  8  aie 

Vil  Yrm  Tpiii  f  -i  *.  ■  •  [Exit from  the  window. 
y  u.  X  ou  will  not  fail  to  join  us,  Jeannette  ? 

Jean.  No,  dear  neighbours  ;  in  an  hour,  unless  anv 
thing  occurs,  I  shall  be  all  ready.  [Jeannette  retires  froZ 
the  window  and  V illagers  exeunt  singing  Chorus.  * 

Come,  neighbours,  haste  away,  &c. 

Enter  Lucas,  l. 

Lucas.  What  a  breather — a  plague  take  nil  hill*  r 
S~rve  bad  a  Pretty  decent  fag  this  morning— twenty 
miles  since  five— a  forced  march,  as  we  say  in  our  refo¬ 
ment,  but  the  sight  of  my  native  village  and  mv  Aa  ~ 

xvhrth  ette’s  ,cotta£e>  repays  me  for  all  my  toils.  I  wonder 

knorker  Shi?  S  Up~X  r,a  great  miud  to  fire  a  shot  on  the 
knocker,  by  way  of  bringing  the  garrison  to  a  capi- 
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tulation  ; — eh  !  why  the  door  opens — by  all  my  hopes  of 
promotion,  Jeannette  appears; — I’ll  fall  hack,  as  we 
say  in  the  ranks — lye  in  ambuscade,  and  wait  for  an  op¬ 
portunity  of  making- a  charge.  [retires  to  back  ground. 

Enter  jEANNETTE/rom  Cottage,  l. 

Jean.  Heigho  !  another  year  has  passed,  and  still  no 
tidings  of  Lucas  ; — foolish  boy,  why  did  he  leave  his  na¬ 
tive  village,  where  he  was  so  secure  and  happy,  to  plunge 
into  all  the  dangers  of  war  ? — but  he  was  always  so  dar¬ 
ing-,  so  heroic:  if  any  rats  were  to  be  killed,  any  bulls 
went  mad,  or  any  wolf  attacked  the  flocks,  he  was  al¬ 
ways  the  first  to  meet  them; — any  thing  for  glory,  and 
to  win  my  poor  heart  ! — I  dare  say,  if  he  isn’t  killed, 
they’ve  made  a  captain  of  him  ;  yes,  I’m  sure  they  have, 
for  he  always  obeyed  the  word  of  command  so  well ;  ah, 
if  he  was  but  here  now,  I’d  open  my  arms,  and  cry  “  eyes 
right,  quick  march,”  and  then  he’d  rush  into  them 

Lucus.  To  be  sure  he  would,  close  up  to  the  breast¬ 
works  as  we  say  in  a  seige.  [embracing  her. 

Jean.  Mercy  on  me  !  Lucas! 

Lucas.  Jeannette. 

Jean.  How  you  have  frightened  me. 

Lucas.  1  always  obey  the  wordof  command  you  know, 
— but  come,  Jeannette,  I  must  have  a  smack,  [kisses  her. 

Jean.  Fie  !  Lucas  ; — what  are  you  about  ? 

Lucas.  Saluting,  as  we  say  at  parade. 

Jean.  How  military  lie’s  grown;  but,  dear  Lucas,  who 
would  ever  have  thought  of  seeing  you  here? — why  did 
you  go  away?  where  have  you  been?  and  what  have 
you  done? — how  did  you  obtain  leave  of  absence?  and 
what  brings  you  here  ? 

Lucas  Plenty  of  questions,  as  we  say  at  a  court  mar¬ 
tial  ; — but  however,  i’ll  answer  them  :  you  shall  have  a 
bulletin  of  all  my  proceedings,  before  you  can  cry Jire  ! 

Jean.  Oh,  Lord!  Lucas,  how  you  frighten  me. 

Lucas.  Don’t  be  alarmed, — a  mere  flash  in  the  pan  ; — 1 
forgot  that  you  have  never  smelt  powder,  as  we  say  in  the 
magazine,  But  to  keep  time,  orderly  time,  in  my  nar¬ 
rative,  1  left  the  village  because  I  was  tired  of  it ; — in 
other  words,  I  left  it  for  love  of  you,  variety  and  glory. 
I  didn’t  like  my  quarters  at  home — 1  aspired  to  nobler 
things, — longed  to  exchange  the  pitchfork  for  the  bayo¬ 
net; — I  was  tired  of  drilling  the  sheep,  flanking  the 
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goats,  charging  the  pigs,  slaughtering  the  poultry, 
making  war  on  the  crows,  and  bringing  up  the  rear  rank 
of  the  cows!  so  1  listed — stuck  a  cockade  in  my  cap,  and 
followed  the  drum— committed  prodigies  of  valour,  and 
covered  myself  with  dust  and  glory  ; — didn’t  you  read 
in  the  newspapers  how  the  brave  Sergeant  Lucas,  in 
such  a  battle,  surrounded  such  and  such  a  regiment — 
killed  half  of  them — took  the  other  half  prisoners, 
— wounded  the  remainder,  and  made  all  the  rest  surren¬ 
der  at  discretion. 

Jean.  Lord  no,  Lucas,  but  how  was  1  to  see  a  news¬ 
paper?  there  never  is  but  one  in  the  village,  and  that  you 
know  belongs  to  the  Cur£. 

Lucas .  Well,  never  mind,  these  things  are  mere 
smoke  to  some  of  my  achievements.  Our  last  battle  was 
a  very  hard  and  fatiguing  one,  for  the  enemy  run  away  and 
left  us  to  run  after  them  ;  as  for  me,  I  got  made  an  officer, 
for  attacking  and  destroying  a  large  quantity  of  their 
provisions ;  for  the  present,  having  put  an  end  to 
the  war,  I’ve  returned  to  make  you  an  officer’s  lady,  as 
we  say  at  the  town  balls. 

Jean.  Oh!  gracious!  have  you,  Lucas?  then  I  shall 
be  called  Lady  Sergeant  Lucas. 

Lucas.  Yes  ;  its  promotion,  as  we  say  in  the  gazette. 

Jean.  How  I’ll  march  to  church. 

Lucas.  Aye,  and  I’ll  march  with  you,  quick  march  ! 
and  I  don’t  care  how  soon  ;  but,  1  say,  Jeannette,  what’s 
the  village  in  such  a  bustle  for  (his  morning? 

Jean.  Oh,  its  the  fete  of  the  Rosiere. 

Lucas.  The  fete  of  the  Rosiere,  is  it? 

Jean.  Yes  ;  when  you  know  the  prettiest  and  most 
virtuous  girl  in  the  village,  has  a  garland  of  white  roses 
bestowed  upon  her,  which  entitles  her  to  name  the  object 
of  her  choice,  and  receive  a  thousand  crowns. 

Lucas.  If  that’s  the  case,  you  and  I  shall  be  richer  in 
the  evening  than  we  are  now,  as  we  say  when  we’re 
plundering  a  town  ! 

Jean.  Perhaps  we  may,  Lucas,  perhaps  we  may  ;  I’ve 
a  scheme  in  my  head  that  may  do  wonders  for  us. 

Lucas  ’Gad,  how  handsome  you  look,  Jeannette,  I 
must  fire  another  salute  on  your  lips,  as  we  say  in  camp. 

Jean.  Positively,  Lucas,  I  will  not  suffer  it. 

Lucas.  Then  I  must  fight  my  way,  as  we  say  in  battle ; 

_ make  ready,  present,  fire,  [while  Lucas  is  kissing  her, 

Baillie  enters  from  Chateau. 
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Enter  Baileie,  l. 


Bail.  Come,  chickabiddy,  come,  rosebud — [ Seeing  Lu¬ 
cas.]  hoity-toity,  hoity-toity,  what’s  all  this  ?— Jeannette 
kissing-  with  a  great  horse-trooping  dragoon  ! — here’s  do- 
ings! — here’s  virtue  scandalized! — here’s  modesty  put  to 
the  blush  ! — here’s  hypocrisy  exposed  ! — oh  !  I  must  inter¬ 
fere  here,  I  see ;  yes,  by  the  virtue  of  my  office,  must  I  ! 
the  Baillie  of  Martigue  cannot  suffer  such  scandalous  pro¬ 
ceedings  to  defile  the  face  of  open  day,  without  calling  in 
the  aid  of  stocks  and  whipping  posts  ! — who  are  you,  fel¬ 
low  ?— who  is  this  swaggerer,  this  tramper,  this  ravisher  of 
kisses,  Jeannette? 

Jean.  Lord,  your  worship,  don’t  you  know  ? — only  my 
brother  just  returned  from  the  wars  ! 

Bail.  From  the  wars  ? — why  he  seems  to  be  in  the  wars 
now,  foi  he  s  attacking  you.  But  I  never  heard  you  had  a 
brother ;  I  hope  you  don’t  intend  to  cozen  me  with  your 
relations,  girl  ? — you  seem  very  fond  of  your  sister  sol¬ 
dier. 

Lucas.  Yes,  sir,  very  fond  of  her; — bless  her  little 
heart  I  love  her  dearly  ; — I  should  like  to  be  on  duty  here 

ail  1115/  life,  as  we  say  in  garrison — never  desert  my  post _ 

always  stand  firm. 

• Wel1’  as  you  are  her  brother,  you’ve  just  come  in 


J  OCONDE. 


25 


SCENE  I.J 

how  dare  you  have  the  impudence  to  lay  claim  to  another 

Tf  T  Pery,  etreat  y°U  Villain  !  retreat!  or  damme 

and  tZ  y°U  SW°rd  in  hand-1’11  c«t  you  in  half 

and  give  you  no  quarter. 

fj'iti.  Oh,  Lord!  oh,  Lord!  here’s  a  desperate  dog ! 

Jean.  Don  t  be  afraid  of  him,  your  worship,  he’s 

'  l  dn^r>  aL  my  going  to  be  married,  for  he  wants  me 
to  die  an  old  maid. 

Lucas.  No,  damme  if  I  do !  oh  you  jade,  you  baggage  f 
}  l,  you,  you  catamaran  you  ; — muskets  and  musta- 
chios  as  we  say  at  drin  l’H  bring  you  to  the  halberts 
,  for  then  1  should  bring*  you  to  thesersfecint  * 

snSltL;'T  of  the  12ll>  hussars-  “0  i 

mined  not  to  have  any  thing  to  do  with  youj-heigho! 

o-nr  pdra  ysea"  l’m  knocked  down — I’m  cut  up— I’ve 
got  my  brains  blown  out— I’m  mad— I’m  lost— I’m  taken 
prisoner- I’m  defeated,  as  the  enemy  say. 

him I’l ed  !T°h’  Tthen  CUrse  me  1  don>t  attack 
“,’r  -L  „tei;  f  blt~ 1  wlU  as  1  am  Baillie  of  Marti- 

gue.  [««*.]  Hark  ye,  fellow,  do  you  know  who  I  am  ? 

lintr05'  TeS’  Pve  reconnoitred  you,  as  we  say  in  the 
lines,— you  re  a  spy  in  spectacles! 

Bad.  A  spy  fellow  !  I  am  an  officer  of  the  court  ' 

ser  Snt'T.m  ;  ^  ^  an  °fficer  ^  the  camp, -I’m 
Bail  w  IWfSay  at  muster?  and  what  then  ? 
villain  !  ^  bnng  y°a  to  corPoral  punishment, 

Lucas.  What!  corporal  punishment  ?— bring  a  ser- 

f’Mk  l0hChI,P0n  PUthment?-,etme  S0'  Annette— 

Jeannette  ralncemMt  “f  him  let  me  go. 

Bad.  No,  don’t  Jeannette 
Lucas.  Let  me  loose. 

Bail.  No  ;  hold  him  tight. 

Lucas.  But  he’s  not  worth  powder  and  shot  as  we 
say  in  recruiting.  snoi,  as  we 

Bail.  No,  I’m  not,  so  don’t  fire  at  me. 

Lucas.  I’ll  run  him  through  the  ribs  with  mv  ramrod 

goose  shot. 0'V  "1,°  h'S  °Wn  Chateau  with  »  brace  of 

Bail.  Oh,  Lord  !  oh,  Lord1  don’t _ r’li  nr.  •  <. 

chateau  without.  Here's  a  desperate  doe-  t__wf  *nt°  ™y 
Baillie  of  Martigue  ever  treated  thus?— never 'minTh^m6 
Jeannette, -I’ll  bid  you  good-bye,  rosebud, -I’ll  J _ 
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Jean ,  Oil  !  do  your  worship, — I’ll  soon  find  means  to 
bring  him  round  when  you  are  gone. 

Lucas.  You  will,  will  you,  Miss  Jeannette, — I  ques¬ 
tion  that  very  much  !  — I’m  not  so  easily  taken  in,  as  we 
say  at  manoeuvring. 

Bail.  Remember  the  thousand  crowns,  lily  flower — 
remember  the  garland  of  the  Rosiere,  and  above  all,  don’t 
forget  your  husband. 

Jean.  I’ll  not  forget,  your  worship. 

Lucas.  Be  off,  you  old  scoundrel. 

Bail.  Oh,  Lord!  yes,  I’m  going, — I — I — I’m  gone. 

\Exit  into  Cottage. 

Jean.  Lucas  !  [ coming  coaxingly  toivards  him. 

Lucas.  Oh!  you  secret  mine!  you  deserter!  you 
breaker  of  treaties  !  as  we  say  in  war  !  [ sulkily . 

Jean.  Ha!  ha!  ha! — why  you  jealous,  stupid  creature. 

Lucas.  You  may  laugh — but  it’s  no  laughing  matter, 
as  we  say  in  action !  to  spring  such  a  mine  as  this,  to  blow 
up  my  happiness; — I  never  could  have  thought  it  of  you, 
Jeannette; — 1  wish  I’d  been  killed  in  battle  the  last  time 
I  defeated  the  enemy. 

Jean.  Why  you  surely  cannot  think  that  I  mean  to 
marry  that  old  teazing  fool  of  a  Baillie  ? 

Lucas.  Why,  what  am  I  to  think  ? 

Jean.  That  you’re  a  blockhead,  who  can’t  see  through 
a  plot  a  child  might  unravel; — why  you  stupid  jealous- 
pated  creature,  couldn’t  you  conceive  that  my  object  in 
giving  the  Baillie  hopes,  was  only  to  secure  the  prize  of 
the  thousand  crowns  from  one  I  despise,  to  bestow  it  on 
one  I  love. 

Lucas.  May  I  believe  you  ? — you  an’t  making  a  false  sig¬ 
nal,  are  you  ? — is  it  indeed  so?  then  I’m  a  soldier  again  ; 
— egad,  I’m  so  happy — I  could  dance  on  a  drum-head,  or 
cut  through  the  enemy’s  ranks  for  fun — this  should  be  ho¬ 
noured  with  a  salute  of  twenty  guns,  [going  to  kiss  her. 

Jean.  Yes,  but  not  now,  madcap,  we  shall  be  ob¬ 
served  ;  for  the  present  you  must  retire — this  evening  you 
can  meet  me  again. 

Lucas.  At  what  hour  ? 

Jean.  Eight  o’clock. 

Lucas.  Where  ? 

Jean.  Under  the  oak  tree  there. 

Lucas.  I’ll  obey  orders,  my  dear  little  commander-in 
chief  '—ves,  yes,  I’ll  obey  orders,  and  in  themeantime  I’ll 


see  after  the  ammunition,  as  we  say  at  Mess; — look  to  the 
baggage  that  I  may’n’t  forget  you,  and  speak  a  few  words 
to  the  parson,  as  we  call  the  chaplain; — for  if  you  get  your 
prize-money  from  the  Rosiere  here,  and  l  get  my  prize- 
money  from  Paris,  we  shall  be  as  rich  as  kings,  and  happy 
as  queens — so  good-bye,  good-bye, — mind,  eight  o'clock, 
be  on  the  qui  vive,  as  we  say  on  guard.  [Exit  Lucas,  c.  F. 

Jean.  There  he  goes,. bless  him! — oh,  I’m  so  happy 
he  has  returned  ;  but  dear  heart,  how  1  have  idled  the 
time  away, —  1  shan’t  be  able  to  go  to  the  castle,  no  mat¬ 
ter,  the  prize  will,  1  know,  be  mine  ; — to  wile  away  the 
moments,  till  I  again  meet  my  Lucas,  1  will  resort  to  my 
spinning  wheel — my  constant  friend. 

BALLAD. — Jeannette. 


AIR. —  “  Partant  pour  la  SyrieJ 


My  spinning  wheel  on  plain  and  green, 

My  faithful  friend  has  ever  been; 

When  Lucas  comes  and  tells  his  lo 
And  swears  by  all  the  powers  above, 

In  hopes  to  gain  the  fond  reply, 

I  blush  to  make,  yet  know  not  why; 

Oh!  then  my  passion  lo  conceal, 

I  fastly  turn  my  spinning  wheel. 

[the  sound,  of  harps  heard  without. 

Jean.  Hey  !  1  hear  the  sound  of  harps ; — some  wan¬ 
dering  minstrels  come  this  way  ; — troubadours  as  I  live, 
how  noble  their  gait — how  elegant  their  attire; — let 
me  withdraw  to  the  door  of  my  cottage  ; — dear  heart, 
what  handsome  men. 

Enter  PRINCE  and  JOCONDE,  disguised  as  Troubadours,  c.F. 

Joe.  What  a  lovely  scene  is  here,  my  friend  ; — how 
soft  are  the  breezes — how  bright  the  skies! — the  gentle 
murmur  of  the  waters — the  balmy  breathing  of  the  flow¬ 
ers —  the  melodious  warblings  of  the  birds — all  conspire 
to  harmonize  my  heart  ;— I  forget  the  crimes  of  cities — 
the  falsehood  of  Edile,  and  am  only  alive  to  the  beauties 
of  nature.  Methinks  as  I  gaze  around  me,  that  the  gol¬ 
den  age  is  arrived — that  we  are  once  more  in  Arcadia. — 
Does  it  not  strike  you  so,  Prince,  as  you  contemplate  the 
charms  of  the  landscape  and  the  innocent  shepherdesses 
that  adorn  it  ? 

Prince.  No;  for  T  recollect  that  wherever  there  are 
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shepherdesses,  there  too  are  shepherds, — but  we  waste 
that  time  in  moralizing,  which  should  be  spent  in  adven¬ 
ture  ; — we  have  not  started  a  petticoat  yet ; — let  us  strike 
our  harps  and  endeavour  to  attract  the  notice  of  some 
of  the  maidens  of  this  village. 

Joe.  We  have  no  occasion,  here  1  already  behold  one 
—and  alone  too! — how  fortunate! — She  is  at  her  spin¬ 
ning  wheel, — what  a  delightful  subject  for  ouj-  first 
essay. 

Prince.  Charming! 

Joe.  Let  us  haste  to  salute  her. 

Prince.  Ah  !  we  will  not  lose  a  moment.. 

Joe  My  dear.  [advancing  towards  Jeannette. 

Prince.  My  love  !  — his  dear,  indeed.  [aside. 

Jean.  Your  honours.  [curtesying. 

Joe.  What  means  the  gaiety  that  now  exists  in  the 
village  ? 


Prince.  Ah,  what  does  it  mean,  my  sweet  girl  ? 

Jean.  It  is  the  fete  of  the  Rosi^re. 

Joe.  I  have  heard  of  this  fete  ; — surely  one  so  pretty 
as  yourself,  cannot  fail  of  obtaining  the  prize. 

Prince.  Oh,  no,  impossible! — for  where  can  we  find 
one  more  charming,  more  pure  than  you  ?— how 
plaguey  forward  Joconde  is,— there’s  no  edging  a  word 
in  any  way  for  him.  [aside. 

Joe.  Do  you  not  long  to  obtain  the  rose  which  will  at 
once  bestow  on  you  a  fortune  and  a  husband  ? 

Jean.  I  do,  indeed,  your  honours. 

Prince.  I  suppose  you  have  already  some  chosen  youth 
in  your  eye? 

Jean.  Oh,  yes,  that  I  have.  [ looking  significantly. 

Joe.  Why  zounds!  she  means  me;  [tm'de.J _ yes 

yes,  that  she  has, —  I  am  the  favoured  youth. 

Prince,  [aside.]  Oh  !  I  have  made  an  impression  on 
her  already. 

Joe.  So  charming  a  girl  must  have  many  admirers  ? 

Jean.  I  have  only  two. 

Prince.  No  more  ?— oh,  yes  you  have, — in  me  you  be¬ 
hold  one.  J 

Joe.  Aye;  and  in  me,  sweet  girl I  have  seen  you 
but  tor  a  moment,  and  already  I  have  loved  you  an  age  ! 

Prince.  I  haveloved  you  twenty  ages  ! — your  beaute¬ 
ous  image  dwelt  in  my  heart  before  I  knew  you,  and 
never  till  this  moment  did  I  recognize  its  original  ' 

Joe.  And  I— yes,  yes,  1  was  born  in  love  with  your 
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idea,  and  shall  die  in  despaiv,  unless  I  am  blessed  with 
its  personification.  Curse  it,  how  warm  he  is,  [aside.] 
—what  is  your  name,  sweet  innocence  ? 

Piince.  Aye,  what  is  your  name,  bright  loveliness  ? 
Jean.  Jeannette,  your  honour. 

Joe.  Jeannette  ! — it  is  a  charming  one  ' 

Prince.  Charming  '.—zounds!  it  is  a  heavenly  one  ' 
Joe.  Are  you  fond  of  music  ? 

Prince.  Yes,  do  you  love  music?— but  I  know  you  do. 
Jean.  I  adore  it ! — it  delights  !— it  transports  me  ! 
Joe.  Adores  music  j-delights— transports  her;— a 
pretty  compliment  to  a  musician  ah,  she’s  smitten 
with  me  .  its  all  over  with  her.  [aside. 

[The  Countess  andEdile  appear  as  gipsies  at  the  back  of 
the  scene.  J 

Count.  They  are  here,  and  have  begun  by  times  •— 

cent  tiri  yoh  at!fmpt!n£  to  wile  away  that  inno- 

f  ^  •  the  villains  : — but  we  will  be  a  match 

fo  them  presently  ;— stand  close,  my  dear  Edile,  and 

£in^r 7  ^  f"rther-  [««»  to  Edile. 

hp  i  rS  [a*lde')  As  she  loves  music,  she  cannot 

tw  dlff?rientt°  ltS  professors— 0h  !  that  I  had  a  lay 
that  would  command  a  kiss  from  her  lips.  What  can  1 

piesent  her  with  preparatory  to  the  gift  of  myself  ?— ha  ' 

bellowed  n  worthless  Edile — it  cannot  be  better 
bestowed.  Deign,  charming  shepherdess,  to  accept  this 
humble  homag.  lo  your  charms  ;Lit  may ’sometimes  p  ! 

member  you  g  ?  'm>  Wh°  never  Cease  ,0  re’ 

Jean.  How  beautiful  ! — how  costly  ' 

trinkPt  I'**!!**'?  a^ift!— have  1  no  present  ?— no 

t  i  d  T  US,°n  !“"Stay’  ’tis  here>  the  '  scarf  of  Ma- 
trnlde  j— he  must  not  be  before  hand  with  me;— acceptir,  - 

i^ljSnpPresent’  charming  girl,  you  surely  will  not  refuse 

Jean  This  is  even  more  elegant  than  the  other  thev 
look  like  bridal  gifts.  y 

They  were  intended  for  such ;— I  carried  that 

ocket  off  merely  to  convince  a  foolish  fellow,  for  whom 
it  was  intended  how  fruitless  any  attempt  was  to  be 
accepted,  where  I  chose  to  offer  myself;  and  for  that  very 
purpose  I  now  present  it  to  you.  [pointedly. 

J°nc-t  ™at  ,s  exactly  my  case  ;-but  some  coxcombs 
are  not  to  be  convinced  if  they  are  ever  so  often  defeated 
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Jean  But  will  not  the  lady  be  angry  at  your  parting 
with  her  gifts? 

Prince.  Angry  ?— ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  that’s  of  very  little 
consequence  neither  her  anger  nor  her  favour  are 
worth  a  moments  consideration. 

Joe.  I ’m  sure  1  may  say  so  with  mine,  a  forward  minx. 

Count,  [aside.]  I  can  bear  no  longer  !  deceitful  crea¬ 
tures' — Let  us  interrupt  them,  Edile — Ishall  die  if  I  hear 
more.  {coming  forward. 

Jean.  Ha  !  the  gipsies  are  coming  this  way,— they 
come  from  Bohemia,  and  generally  visit  us  about  this 
time  of  the  festival  will  you  not  have  your  fortunes 
told?  I  mean  to  have  mine  told  ; — they  tell  very  true. 
Welcome,  good  folks,  welcome;  you  are  going  to  give 
us  a  song  as  usual,  1  suppose  ? 

Count.  Yes,  ’ant  please  you,  cross  the  poor  gipsy’s 
hand  with  a  bit  of  silver,  and  we’ll  tell  you  all  you  wish. 

BALLAD. — Countess. 

Air. — “  Barcarole  in  Massaniello .” 

Come  cross  the  wondering'  gipsy’s  hand, 

Though  young,  I’m  old  in  magic  lore ; 

All  nature’s  secrets  1  command, 

Then  learn  your  fates  and  doubt  no  more. 

By  card  and  planet  I  can  tell, 

Yes!  yes!  yes!  yes'. 

All  you  think  concealed  so  well; 

I  read  the  magic  book  of  fate, 

Yes!  yes!  yes!  yes! 

And  every  thing  that’s  past  relate. 

Yes,  lady,  all  that  is  to  come, 

Within  your  tea-cup  I  can  read  ; 

Can  tell  you  who  you  love  indeed, 

And  who  it  is  loves  you — but  mum  ! 

I  know  where  hidien  treasures  lie — 

Each  luck)  moment  T  can  tell ; 

Tf  you  a  lottery  prize  would  buy? 

Or  would  to  great  advantage  sell  1 
For  silver  strait  I’ll  give  you  gold, 

Yes!  yes!  yes!  yes! 

Then  cross  my  hand  be  wise  and  bold 
Like  love  I  know  each  hidden  flame, 

Yes !  yes !  yes !  yes ! 

And  will  reveal  your  sweetheart’s  name. 

Then  come,  young  men,  and  maidens  come, 

I’ll  cast  my  spells  and  read  the  past, 

Will  tell  you  who  ’twas  kiss’d  you  last, 

And  who  will  kiss  on  next — but  mum  ’. 
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th  1  Wlll.be  a  customer,  at  all  events  come  into 

},n  «rri  &e’  f  °°d  WOman’ (  haveasixpence  there  that  I  have 
*  up  for  you  ever  since  Christmas ; — come  along. 

Now  then  to  expose  these  swains  of 
’  rp  PU!  !• 118  poor  S’'1"1  011  her  guard  against  them. 

Pr,L  xeuntJe<*nnette>  Countess,  and  Edile,  in  Cottage. 

,  1  .ce'  .  'e  *  Joconde,  we  begin  famously  • — a  very 

T  nung  g'rl  •  this  affair  you  will  of  course  leave  to  me"? 

Joe.  Why  so  ? 

Prince .  My  rank  I  should  think  entitles  me  to  the 
pre  trence,  were  there  no  other  consideration. 

oc.  Your  rank  1  that  I  should  think  would  be  the 

ery  reason  why  you  should  resign  her  to  me.  Surely 
you  as  a  prince,  should  not  condescend  to  have  any  thin- 

different  1  3  ^rl?~with  ™e  now  the  case  is  quite 

Prmce.  Very  true;  what  you  observe  is  very  true; 
Vhen  1  always  happened  to  have  a  very  great  par- 
fonri  ^  ^  an^  thing  pastoral:  1  was  always  extremely 

wL  shepherdesses ;  I  like  innocence  you  know, 
theie  s  something  so  poetical  and  uncommon  in  these 
tWf?  Ve  affair/;— ^eir  simplicity  delights  me; 

nnt  '  iTef  dear  Pe  low’  you’ll  oblige  me  for  once  by 
not  interfering  in  this  petit  amour. 

Jr  Pm  ,etxtremely  sorry,  Prince,  I  cannot  comply 
w  h  your  wishes  ;  but  I  too  happen  to  have  a  great  par- 
t  ality  for  shepherdesses ; — I,  like  you,  am  always  par- 
ticularly  enamoured  with  innocence  and  all  that. 

Prince  Then  you  won’t  yield  your  pretensions  ? 

Joe.  Positively  not! 

Prmce  I  love  this  girl,  and  will  not  resign  her  but. 
with  life  .—You  understand  me,  I  presume  ? — I  need  not 
speak  more  plainly. 

Joe.  Certainly  not;- 1  love  her  too— but  I  won’t  cut 
my  triend  s  throat  for  her;-no,  no,  that  will  be  carrying 
the  joke  too  far.  Come,  come,  Prince,  let  us  have  rea¬ 
son  with  our  rhyme you  know  we  have  discarded  rank, 

we  are  simply  troubadours— we  must  forget  all  the 
distinctions  of  the  world  and  rest  on  our  own  merits,  it  was 
our  agreement  ere  we  set  out;  and  besides  the  question  is 
not  which  of  us  is  to  love  her,  but  which  of  us  she  loves, 
and  that  she  alone  can  answer. 

Prince.  Another  might  answer  it— perhaps  as  well  as 
she;  it  is  a  question  I  should  think  very  easily  decided. 
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Joe.  Why,  yes,  I  believe  there  need  be  no  great  hesita¬ 
tion  in  setting  that  at  rest  ;  but  no  matter,  it  will  certainly 
be  the  more  rational  method  to  let  her  choice  decide  it, — 
my  heart  is  touched  I  own,  but  not  so  desperately  that  1 
want  your  sword  run  through  it. 

Prince.  Well,  well,  be  it  so,  it  may  be  better. 

Joe.  She  comes  ;  mind  now,  we  rest  on  our  own  simple 
merits; — no  advantage  is  to  be  taken  on  either  side  ; — if 
you  can  persuade  her  to  love  you,  well  and  good  ;  if  not, 
so  much  the  better. 


Enter  Jeannette,  from  Cottage. 

Well,  Jeannette,  charming  Jeannette,  what  have  the  gip¬ 
sies  told  you  ? 

Prince.  Ah,  what  have  they  told  you  ? 

Jean.  Oh  !  such  a  deal,  and  every  word  true,  I’m  sure. 

Joe.  Let’s  hear,  there’s  a  dear  girl !  Heavens!  what 
a  soft  hand  is  this  !  [pressing  her  hand. 

Prince,  [aside .]  Curse  him  !— but  he’s  always  so  for¬ 
ward,  and  this -  [pressing  the  other. 

Joe.  My  lips  must  press  it.  [fosses  her  hand. 

Prince.  And  mine.  [kissing  the  other. 

Jean.  Dear,  your  honours  you’ll  eat  my  hand  up. 

Joe.  Well,  but  what  did  the  gipsies  say  ? 

Prince.  Ah,  what  did  they  say? 

Jean.  Why  they  told  me - 

Joe.  Ah ! 

Prince.  Yes ! 

Jean.  They  told  me  that  the  man  at  my  right  hand — 

Prince.  That’s  me  ! — Ah,  what  of  the  man  at  your 
right  hand  ? — 

Joe.  Y'es,  what  of  him? 

Jean.  That  he  was - 

Joe.  Yes; — a  great  rogue  ! — 

Prince.  To  be  your  lover! — 

Jean.  No;  that  he  was  a  Prince,  and  a  very  gay  de¬ 
ceiver  ! 

Prince.  Oh,  the  devil  ! 

Joe.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  they’ve  found  him  out ; — oh,  poor 
Prince,  how  silly  he  looks.  [asz'de. 

Prince,  [aside.']  Curse  it  !  these  gipsies  do  sometimes 
strangely  stumble  on  the  truth  ; — and  what  else  did  they 
tell  you  ? — did’nt  they  tell  you  something  about  this  fel¬ 
low  too  ? 
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atm7left^nd~hey  1  ***  t0'd  “e  tbtth'“ 

what  oThinf  ?h’  the  man  ^  y°Ur  kft  hand~ what  of  him  ? 
Joe.  Yes,  what  of  him  ? — now  for  it ! 

Jean.  Why  that  he  was  a  nobleman  called  Joconde,  and 
worse,  if  possible,  than  his  companion, 

Prmce  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  he’s  detected  too. 
gages’  10SG  §*Ps*es  are  a  couple  of  wicked  young  bag- 

Jean.  Oh,  no,  they’re  not— for  thev  told  me  I  should’nt 
beheye  a  word  either  of  your  said,  for  that  you  were  two 
or  tne  most  notorious  rakes  in  all  France. 

J°C'  All  false  !  all  false! — the  gipsies  hav’nt  told  you 
one  word  of  truth,  Jeannette.  ^ 

Jean.  Oh,  yes,  I’m  sure  they  have  why  your  looks 
com  ict  you— you  have  all  the  signs  of  deceivers  about  vou. 
Joe.  Way,  nay,  Jeannette,  my  friend  here  indeed  has 
een  a  little  gay,  but  for  myself  I  can  assure  you  I’m  a 
perfect  mirror  ot  chastity  and  constancy. 

P/lh l<Te-  He  a  mirror  of  chastity  and  constancy  ?— why 
that  fellow,  sweet  girl,  would  deceive  a  saint— he’d  be¬ 
guile  a  whole  army  of  Monks,  and  ruin  a  convent  of 
nuns,  before  they  knew  where'  they  were.  I,  if  you 
please,  am  a  very  different  sort  of  person. 

Jean.  Naj,  you  aie  both  alike — I  11  believe  the  gipsies. 
Joe.  Indeed  you  need  not ;  but  come,  Jeannette,  dear 
charming  Jeannette,  let  us  drop  this  odious  subject;— 
were  I  ever  so  capable  of  deceiving,  I  could  not  injure 
you  !  the  ardent  love  you  have  inspired  me  with  —  the 

passion,  the  tenderness  I  feel  for  you _ 

Jean.  Dear,  your  honour,  don’t  squeeze  my  hand  so  ? 
Prince.  Ah  !  how  can  you  squeeze  the  girl’s  hand  in 
that  manner  ?  I  wonder  you  are  not  ashamed  of  yourself. 
Jean.  Nay,  Sir,  you  are  as  bad! 

Joe.  [Aside. ]  The  devil  doubt  him. 

Prince.  Am  I,  my  love  ?  I  implore  ten  thousand 
pardons— impute  it  to  my  affection ;— but  tell  me,  sweet 
girl,  you  will  dance  with  me  at  the  festival  ? 

Joe.  Aye,  Jeannette,  you  will  dance  with  me  at  the 
festival. 

Prince.  You’ll  excuse  me,  Sir,  but  I  asked  first. 

Joe.  Well,  Sir,  and  I  asked  second, — what  then  ? 

Prince.  Nothing  !— Jeannette  shall  decide  it;  — your 
choice,  my  charmer,  which  is  to  be  the  happy  man. 
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Joe.  Aye,  Jeannette,  which  is  it? — don't  be  afraid  to 
speak  out. 

Jean.  La  !  your  honour,  indeed  1  cannot  tell  which. 

Joe.  Why  this  embarrassment  ?  Surely  you  cannot 
be  insensible  to  my  passion  ? 

Prince.  Nor  mine  ? 

Jean.  Oh,  no,  you  press  me  so  warmly,  it  is  impos¬ 
sible  to  be  insensible really  I  don't  know  what  to  say 
you  are  both  young-. 

Joe.  Yes,  I’m  only  just  turned  one-and-twenty. 

Prince.  And  1  am  just  of  ag-e. 

Joe.  Don’t  believe  him  ; — never  mind  appearances — 
he’s  a  great  deal  older  than  he  looks — he’ll  be  as  grey  as 
a  badger  in  another  twelvemonth. 

Prince.  S’death,  Sir!  what  mean  you  ? 

Joe.  Why,  you  know  you  are  rather  old. 

Jean.  Then  you’re  both  very  handsome. 

Joe.  Do  you  think  so  ? — she’s  an  excellent  taste,  [aside. 

Prince.  A  devilish  sensible  girl,  upon  my  soul  !  [aside. 

Jean.  And  then  you  both  appear  extremely  accom¬ 
plished. 

Prince.  I  flatter  myself,  that  on  my  part,  appearances 
are  not  deceitful.  Could  you  but  hear  my  harp,  in  your 
praise - 

Joe.  Or  mine! — I  taught  him. 

Prince.  Were  I  but  your  partner  in  the  dance — 

Joe.  Or  I he’s  apt  to  have  the  cramp. 

Jean.  No  doubt  you  would  both  excel — 1  am  con¬ 
vinced  of  it,  and  only  regret  I  cannot  have  both.  To 
decide  in  favour  of  one,  when  both  are  deserving,  is 
painful,  yet  I  must  do  so. 

Joe.  Who  is  it  ? 

Prince.  Ah  !  who  is  it  ? 

Jean.  I  cannot  name  him,  but  a  hint  will  be  sufficient ; 
—•the  man  I  love  will  meet  me  in  this  arbour  this  evening 
at  eight  o’clock.  [significantly  looking  by  turns  at  each. 

Joe.  This  arbour; — I  knew  it  was  me lucky  Jo- 
conde — unfortunate  Lysander  ! 

Prince.  She  has  fixed  upon  me— this  is  the  arbour. 
How  could  Joconde  think  she  would  choose  him  ? — I 
will  be  punctual  as  time,  my  love,  [aside  to  Jeannette . 

Joe.  You  may  rely  on  me,  Jeannette  ;  I’ll  be  there  to 
the  moment.  [aside  to  Jeannette. 

Jean.  Well,  then  gentlemen,  you  will,  for  the  pre¬ 
sent,  excuse  me  ;  we  shall  see  each  other  again.  Re- 
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member,  eight  o’clock,  and  now,  farewell ; — you  know 
which  arbour  I  mean  ?  [significantly. 

Joe.  Oh  !  yes,  yes,  farewell! 

Prince.  Farewell !  the  man  you  love  won’t  fail  to 
meet  you,  I  warrant  him.  [Exit  Jeannette,  in  cottage.] 
Joconde  thinks  he  is  the  man ; — how  he’ll  be  disappointed. 

[aside. 

Joe.  [aside.]  The  Prince  is  finely  taken  in.  Prince, 
will  you  excuse  me  for  half  an  hour  or  so — I’ve  a  little 
business  hard  by.  I  must  separate  fromhim.  [aside. 

}  Prince.  Oh  !  certainly,  with  the  greatest  pleasure. — 
I’ve  a  little  engagement  myself— I  wanted  to  get  rid  of 

him-  [aside. 

Joe.  We  shall  meet  by-and-bye,  you  Know,  when  I’ve 
settled  my  business,— good  bye.  I  shall  trick  him  fa- 
mously  ;  [cm'tfe.] — you  won’t  want  me  ? 

Prince.  By  no  means; — good-bye,  take  care  of  Your¬ 
self.  [Exit  Joconde,  r. — ]  I’m  glad  he’s  gone — I  shall 
have  her  all  to  myself ;  I’ll  just  go  and  get  a  little  re¬ 
freshment,  and  then  for  rav  appointment the  time  will 
soon  arrive.  *  [Exit,L. 

Enter  Countess  and  Edile,  r. 

Count.  Jeannette  has  played  her  part  admirably  ! — the 
plot  thickens  ;  but  we  must  increase  their  perplexity  ; — 
ves,  Edile,  we  must  still  further  entrap  them  for  daring 
to  doubt  our  sincerity  ; — the  Baillie  must  now  lend  his 
assistance.  Call  him  out; — Mr.  Baillie!  Mr.  Baillie! 

[calling 

Enter  Baillie  from  Chateau. 

Bail.  Eh!  what? — why  what’s  all  this  ? — can  I  never  eat 
a  capon  in  peace?-  Eh!  gipsies  !  oh!  the  hussies!  the  bag¬ 
gages!  away!  off!  vanish!  or  I’ll  send  you  both  to  pri¬ 
son  directly yes,  yes,  T’ll  tell  your  fortunes  for  you — 
I’ll  reveal  your  fates  with  a  witness  to  it!  Hark’ye,  hus¬ 
sies,  you  shall  both  be  put  in  the  stocks  for  not  foretell¬ 
ing  that  they  were  waiting  unoccupied  for  you. 

Count.  Oh,  your  worship,  we’ve  discovered  such  a 
plot. 

Edile.  Yes,  your  worship,  we’ve  discovered  such  a 
plot. 

Bail.  Eh  !  a  plot?— what  plot  ?— not  a  plot  to  steal 
my  poultry  or  seduce  mv  pigs,  I  hope? 

Count.  You’re  ruined,  your  worship. 

Bail.  Ruined!— oh!  Lord!  oh!  Lord!  I  hope  not ! 


36 


JOCONDE. 


[ACT  II. 

— Let  me  see,  where’s  the  key  of  my  strong  box  ?  ok  ! 
all  safe,  so  am  I,  therefore  how  can  I  oe  ruined,  hussies  ? 
Eh !  tell  me  that ;  come,  come,  no  equivocation ;  recol¬ 
lect  you  are  now  before  the  Baillie  of  Martigue,  who  car¬ 
ries  pumps,  stocks,  whipping  posts,  and  prisons,  in  his 
very  looks ; — one  word  of  equivocation,  and  you’re  cooped 
up  for  three  months. 

Count.  Well,  then,  your  worship,  there’s  a  plot  to  car¬ 
ry  off  a  woman. 

Bail.  A  what  ? — Eh — a  woman  ?  Pshaw  !  that’s  no¬ 
thing — I  should’nt  care  if  they  were  all  carried  off ;  I  was 
afraid  some  of  my  hens  were  in  jeopardy,  or  that  two  or 
three  of  my  pigs  had  strayed  into  the  pound, — but  how, 
hussies,  how  ? 

Count.  Why  didn’t  your  worship  observe  two  very  ill- 
looking  fellows  lurking  hereabouts  this  afternoon,  in  the 
habit  of  minstrels  ? 

Bail.  Minstrels  ?  yes  now  I  recollect,  I  did  sure  enough, 
— two  verv  ill  looking  fellows  indeed;  almost  as  fierce  as 
that  cursed  brother  of  Jeannette. 

Count.  Jeannette,  did  your  worship  say?  Why  she  is 
the  very  person  we’re  speaking  of! 

Bail.  Eh  !  Jeannette  ? 

Edile.  Yes,  your  worship,  those  two  pretended  min¬ 
strels  have  laid  a  plot  to  run  away  with  her  this  very  even¬ 
ing  at  eight  o’clock. 

Bail.  Ah!  runaway  with  my  Jeannette?  —  oh!  the 
villains!  the  ravishers  !  the  Trojan  Paris’s.  If  I  lose 
her,  I  shall  lose  a  thousand  crowns!  — oh,  lord!  oh,  lord! 

—  I’ll  go  and  raise  the  country  —  call  up  the  posse  comi- 
tatus,  and  hang  them  on  a  gibbet  fifty  feet  high ;  —  I 
thought  by  their  looks  they  were  after  no  good;  —  but 
I’ll  take  care  of  them.  There,  hussies,  there,  take  that 

—  there’s  some  silver  for  you.  [ Gives  money.]  No,  no, 
I  don’t  want  my  fortune  told.  Go  home  and  bless  my 
bounty,  and  be  merry.  By  rights  I  ought  to  have  had 
you  whipped,  you  know  you’re  terrible  offenders; — the 
deaths  of  a  great  number  of  pigs  and  poultry  lie  at  your 
door; — are  you  never  haunted  at  night  by  the  ghosts  of 
the  geese  you  have  murdered,  and  the  apparition  of  the 
linen  you  have  stolen?  —  but  I’ll  forgive  you,  so  awray 
with  you  —  I’ll  take  care  of  the  rogues. 

Count.  You  must  make  haste,  your  worship,  for  it’s 
very  near  eight  now. 

Bail.  I’ll  take  care,  I  warrant  me. 
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Count.  Pray  have  no  mercy  on  them,  for  they  are 
shocking-  fellows; — they  mean  to  pass  themselves  off — 
the  one  as  the  Prince  of  Provence,  and  the  other  as  his 
friend  Joconde. 

Bail.  I  hey  do,  do  they?— I’ll  soon  make  them  tell 
another  story,  never  fear. 

Count.  That's  r ig-ht,  your  worship,  punish  them  well ! 

Bail.  Leave  me  alone  for  that  ; — aye,  aye,  I’ll  teach 
them  to  trifle  with  authority  in  this  way.  [Exit,  l. 

Count.  Excellent!  but  we  have  not  done  yet,  we 
must  still  lurk  about  to  see  the  finish  of  all  this  hey  ! 
here  comes  Jeannette,— away,  my  dear  Edile.  [Exeunt. 
Countess  and  Edile,  — r. — Stage  gets  gradually  darkened. 

Enter  Jeannette,  l. 

Jean.  It  grows  dark — it  must  be  near  eight,  I’m  sure  ! 
and  then  my  dear  Lucas  is  to  meet  me  here ; — hark,  there’s 
the  bell  striking  now,  [clock  strikes  eight.  ]  one,  two,  three, 
—its  eight!  Lucas  will  socn  be  here,  [retires  to  Cottage. 

Enter  Prince,  l. 

Prince,  [aside.]  Eight  o’clock  ; — I  am  to  my  time — here 
is  my  arbour  ; — poor  Joconde, — he  may  wait  in  the  other 
long  enough, — here  I  anchor.  [retires  to  Arbour,  l . 

Enter  Joconde, 

Joe.  [aside.']  Where  is  Jeannette  ?  It  is  the  hour  and 
here’s  the  place  ; — how  stupid  of  the  Prince  to  think  of 
rivalling  me.  [retires  to  Arbour,  R. 

Enter  Lucas  from  back. 

Lucas.  ’Tis  time  I  mounted  guard  ; — where’s  my 
comrade?— hist,  Jeannette!  [calling. 

Joe.  [aside.]  Ah,  there’s  the  Prince  calling  her  ; — it 
won’t  do,  my  fine  fellow. 

Prince,  [aside.]  Surely  that  is  Joconde, — his  impu¬ 
dence  exceeds  every  thing. 

Lucas.  Jeannette !  Jeannette  !  [calling. 

Prince.  Calling  again  ?  I  must  look  sharp  ; — Jean- 

1)e^e*  [calls. 

Joe.  I  mus’nt  let  him  have  all  the  calling  to  himsel 
—’tis  time  I  began. — Jeannette  !  [calls. 

Lucas,  [aside.]  Eh!  the  watchword  running  along 
the  lines,  scouts  abroad,  as  we  say  on  the  look  out;  I 
must  challenge  them.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Enter  Jeannette  from  Cottage. 

Jean.  ’Tis  Lucas’s  voice — he  calls  me! 
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Joe ,  I  [whispering. 

Prince.  I!  [whispering 

Lucas.  And  who  the  devil  is  I — I — I? — perhaps  that 
old  fool  of  a  Baillie.  But  where  can  Jeannette  be  V — 
Jeannette!  [calls. 

Joe.  Curse  that  Prince,  Jeannette  !  [aside. 

Prince.  The  devil  take  that  Joconde,  Jeannette !  [aside. 

Lucas.  Jeannette!  [calling. 

Jean.  ’Tis  Lucas’s  voice ; — here — here. 

Prince.  Where  ? 

Joe.  Where  ? 

Lucas.  Where  ?  [Jeannette  meets  Lucas.']  Ah  !  here? — 
give  me  the  countersign,  as  we  say  when  relieving,  [aside. 

Jean.  Lucas.  [aside. 

Lucas.  All’s  right — now  then  to  salute.  [hw  her. 

Joe.  Confusion  !  the  Prince  has  got  hold  of  her  and  is 
kissing  her;  I  shall  go  mad!  [aside. 

Prince.  That  treacherous  Joconde  has  deceived  me — 
has  betrayed  me; — how  I  envy  him  those  kisses.  I  must 
cut  his  throat,  that’s  certain  !  [aside. 

Lucas.  My  love!  my  life!  1  must  have  another  kiss — 
must  salute  again  before  we  march.  [hisses  her  again. 

Joe.  Oh !  curse  that  fellow  !  how  sweet  he  is  upon  her. 

[aside. 

Prince.  I  shall  certainly  die  with  vexation.  [aside. 

Jean.  Fie!  Lucas; — but  let  us  away,  we  are  sur> 
rounded  by  dangers — we  must  not  remain  here, — hark  !  I 
hear  footsteps;  this  way.  [Exeunt  Lucas  and  Jeannette,  r. 

Enter  Baillie  and  Servants,  l. —  cautiously. 

Bail.  Where  are  they,  I  wonder  ? — back,  rogues  ; 
remain  behind  till  I  call.  [aside 

Prince.  I  can  contain  myself  no  longer — I’ll  rush  up¬ 
on  them — tax  them  with  their  perjury,  and  take  a  dread¬ 
ful  retribution.  [aside. 

Joe.  If  I  cannot  have  her;  I’ll  take  care  the  Prince 
sha’nt — I’ll  spoil  his  sport  at  all  events.  [aside. 

Bail.  Why  where  can  they  be?  [Prince  and  Joconde 
grope  about  ;  stumble  on  Baillie  and  seize  him. 

Prince.  Ha!  have  I  caught  you,  perfidious  villain  ? 

Joe.  False  woman  is  this  your  promise  ? 

Bail  Oh,  Lord!  oh,  Lord  ! — murder! — here,  Louis! 
Frangois!  Bertrand!  I’m  strangled!  I’m  killed! — they 
want  to  carry  me  off! — here  they  are  !  here  are  the  assas¬ 
sins  !  the  ravishers !  Seize  them!  bind  them!  knock 
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them  down!  bear  them  away!  the  villains,  bear  them 
away  ' 

Enter  Servants  with  lights. 

Joe.  I  am  thunderstruck  ! — the  Baillie  ! 

Prince.  Confusion ! 

Enter  Countess  and  Edile,  r. 

Count.  Aye,  aye,  your  worship!  have  them  borne 
away  ; — put  them  in  the  deepest  dungeon  you  have  ;  you 
sec  we  told  you  true  ; — oh,  they  are  terrible  fellows, r — 
they’d  have  run  away  with  the  whole  village  next. 

Enter  Lucas,  r. — .  with  pitchfork. 

Lucas.  Want  to  carry  off  my  Jeannette  ; — zounds !  I’ll 
take  care  of  them  ; — I’ll  stand  centinel  at  their  prison 
door,  and  if  they  do  get  away,  it  shall  be  with  this 
pitchfork  in  their  bodies,  at  all  events. 

Bail.  Seize  them ! 

Prince.  Stand  off! 

FINALE,  (  Omnes.  J 

Air. — “  Henri  Quatre .” 

Wretches,  who  would  on  sacred  justice  trample, 

I’ll  make  of  you  a  terrible  example. 

Yes,  quickly  bear  these  tinkling-  dogs  away, 

Dearly  shall  they  the  piper  pay ; 

Bear  them  away — the  traitorous  rascals  bind 
Great  Baillie  hear ! 

In  vain  you  rogues,  you  plead, 

Justice  isdeaf,  you’ll  find,  as  well  as  blind, 
lou  for  exam  pie’s  striking  sake  must  bleed. 

Shew  them  no  mercy,  Mr.  Baillie,  mighty  Sir, 

Let  Jeannette’s  wrongs  your  righteous  anger  stir ; 
Doubt  not !— my  vengeance,  Gipsies,  shall  be  ample, 
I’ll  make  of  them  a  rare  example. 

Wretches  that  would  on  sacred  Justice  trample,  &c. 

[ Exeunt  Omnes. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.—  Interior  of  a  rustic  stable  ;  Joconde  and  the 
Prince  discovered  sleeping  on  some  bundles  of  straw. — 
1  he  scene  rises  to  pastoral  music ,  expressive  of  the  break 
of  day.  Rustic  sounds,  8$c. 

Joe.  [awaking.]  How  confoundedly  hard  that  hussey 
Ninon  has  made  my  bed;  I  must  positively  discharge  her 
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if  she  goes  on  this  way :  one  might  as  well  lie  in  a  bram¬ 
ble  bush.  Yes ;  I  must  positively  discharge  her. 

Prince.  [ awaking .]  Here,  Louis!  bring  my  morning 
gown  ;  and  tell  Claude  to  get  the  chocolate  ready.  Curse 
those  cocks!  there’s  no  obtaining  a  wink  of  sleep  for 
them  ; — I’ll  have  them  all  killed  to-morrow. 

Joe.  Yaw,  aw  !  1  must  take  another  turn. 

Prince.  Yaw,  aw!  one  good  turn  deserves  another. 

[They  mutually  stretch  and  turn  themselves  on  the  strata  ; 
in  doing  which  they  roll  off,  and  tumble  against  each 
other  with  great  force. 

Eh  !  why  what  the  devil  is  this  ? 

Joe.  Prince? 

Prince.  Joconde,  why  where  are  we? 

Joe.  Not  in  a  palace,  that’s  for  certain. 

Prince.  Pooh !  I  am  suffocated  with  a  thousand  vil¬ 
lainous  savours  of  dunghills  and  colts !  here,  Louis, 
my  essence  box ! 

Joe.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  Prince,  you  forget  our  adventure 
of  last  night  with  the  pretty  Jeannette. 

Prince.  Jeannette!  oh,  the  little  cozening  baggage! 
— i’faith,  Joconde,  sleep  had  totally  obliterated  it  from 
my  memory  ; — truly  now  we  cut  a  very  pretty  figure — 
cooped  up  like  a  couple  of  colts  in  this  delicate  stable. 

Joe.  Well,  at  all  events  its  an  airy  situation. 

Prince.  Oh,  yes,  quite  cool,  and - no,  I  can’t  say 

comfortable — plaguey  unlucky  the  interruption  of  that 
fool  of  a  Baillie. 

Joe.  Yes,  for  you,  Prince. 

Prince.  Nay,  nay,  for  you,  Joconde.  Methinks,  by 
the  fervour  of  those  kisses  you  imprinted  on  the  lips  of 
the  pretty  Jeannette,  your  happiness  must  have  been 
complete. 

Joe.  Kisses  ! — this  is  unmanly,  Prince,  to  add  deri¬ 
sion  to  disappointment.  If  I  had  any  hearing  or  know 
what  the  sound  of  a  kiss  is,  you  were  giving  them  to 
Jeannette  by  scores  ; — yes,  yes,  I  must  confess  you  got 
the  start  of  me,  therefore  forbear  to  deride  me  further. 

Prince.  Ha!  my  veracity  impeached  ;  Joconde,  this  I 
cannot  put  up  with ; — I  forgive  your  supplanting  me  with 
the  girl,  tho’  it  was  unfriendly  ; — and  a  breach  of  our 
agreement ;  I  also  forgive  your  mean  attempt  to  conceal 
it,  by  denying  your  success,  and  the  derision  with  which 
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myU  honour' Tted  f1 ^appointment;  but  an  attack  upon 

my  honour  I  cannot  forgive!— draw.  Sir. 

himT*  t  l!  ,Sir’  lf  that’s  your  amusement,  I  am  in  no 
humour  to  disappoint  you.  Come  on.  Sir -Whv 
rounds  !  I  have  no  sword !  •  ny» 

night.”06*  C°nfusion  1-1  forSot  we  were  disarmed  last 

’Tis  PerPlexing,  i’faith  ;  but  as  we’re  prevented 
ghimg,  suppose  we  have  a  few  words  together  ? 

I  rince.  Words,— we’ve  had  words  enough. 

Jeanette  last  °„“ghtrfdid  ^  "0t’  meet  witl1  *he  prett* 

Prince.  No  ;  on  my  honour. 

./<k.  Tis  ptain  then,  we  are  both  cozened — the  hus- 
sey  has  deceived  each  of  us,  and  while  we  were  mutual¬ 
ly  execrating  each  other’s  good  fortune,  some  more  lucky 
dog  was  revelling  on  those  kisses  we  imagined  were  re¬ 
served  for  us  alone.  s  re 

Prince  It  must  be  so  ;  forgive  my  warmth,  Joconde  • 
how  I  should  like  to  see  the  rascal  whoever  he  is  '  ’ 
•roc.  So  should  T. 

Prince.  Oh  !  that  he  were  standing  before  me  now. 
Enter  Lucas  through  door ,  c.  f. 

Lweas.  How  d’ye  do  ?— there  you  are,  as  we  say  to 
the  morning  drum.  y 

Prince.  Who  the  deuce  are  you,  fellow  ? 

niJhTTt  tiY°Uir  guard^f  honour  ;  I’ve  stood  centinel  all 
mght  at  the  door  with  my  pitchfork-did’nt  you  hear 
me  snore  ?  J 

Prince.  You  shall  snore  your  last,  you  scoundrel  if 
you  do  not  instantly  shew  your  back.  ’ 

Lucas.  Shew  my  back  ?-oh,  no,'  that  will  never  do 
as  we  say  in  the  field.  ’ 

Prince.  Begone,  Sir!  instantly,  or- _ 

oe r^?I;tv?an7tiny  againSt  y°Ur  commanding  offi- 

bacirTor— Gath  ^  ^  ***  ^  *  C0Urt  martial-  Stand 

Prince.  Zounds  !  fellow,  do  you  know  who  I  am  ? 

Lucas.  No  great  things  j-no  better  than  you  should 
be,  as  we  say  of  the  contractors. 

Prince.  Then  know,  fellow,  that  I  am  the  Prince  of 
Provence.  c  ur 

Lucas.  Prince  of  Provence !  then  you  have  got  a  good 
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,.  nf  it  as  we  say  of  the  Paymaster  ; — and  pray,  Sir, 
birth  ot  It,  as  we  say  oi  j  are  my  Lord 

who  are  you?  [<0  M  yh  Archbishopof 

I°hope  Wve  an  apJSite  for  breakfast  this 

mortling :  you’U  find  plenty  of  hay  and  straw  here,  as  we 

say  when  foraging. 

Joe.  ’S  death !  i  am  on  racks  .  ,  , 

Prince  Oh,  no  :  we’re  not  on  racks  yet,  tho  we  are 
devilish  near  them ;  but  the  impertinence  -of  rh.s  fellow 
tortures  me  more  than  fifty  racks  could  do!  Onliss  1 
am  speedily  released,  1  shall  be  in  agonies. 

Joe.  Cheer  up,  my  dear  fellow  :  here  comes  relief, 

though  in  rather  an  ugly  shape. 

Enter  Baillie  with  Villagers,  c.  f. 

Prince  The  Baillie !  the  remedy  is  worse  than  the  dis- 

[aside. 

Bail.  Well,  ragamuffins !  well,  culprits !  what  have 
vou  to  say,  that  sentence  should  not  be  pronounced  upon 
you  this  very  morning  ?  that  you  should’ nt  be  hanged, 
drawn  and  quartered :  don’t  you  know,  criminals,  that 
you  have  committed  petty  larceny,  in  running  away  with 
a  woman  ?-one  too  that  belongs  to  the  Baillie  of  Marti- 
gue,  which  makes  it  high  treason. 

Prince.  We  did  not  run  away  with  her. 

Bail.  But  you  intended  it — its  all  the  same  in  law. 

Joe  Neither  does  she  belong  to  you. 

Bail.  But  she  will:  and  that’s  the  same  thing  in 
equity;  but  1  must  examine  you here,  clerk,  take 
down  the  proceedings. - Hem!  in  the  first  place  - 

who  the  devil  are  you  ?  # 

Lucas.  Please  your  worship,  this  fellow  says  he  s  a 

Prince:  and  this  chap  swears  he’s  a  bishop. 

Bail.  1  knew  they  would:  oh !  they’re  notorious  male¬ 
factors  !  a  bishop,  eh !  felony  without  benefit  of  clergy. 

Lucas.  Yes;  they  must  run  the  gauntlet,  as  we  ser¬ 
geants  say. 

Bail.  Hey  1  who  is  this?  Ah!  a  messenger  from  court ! 


Enter  Messengek,  c.  f. 

Mes.  A  letter  for  your  worship. 

Bail.  Give  it  me,  youth :  hum !  hum  !  official ! 
Prince.  A  letter  from  the  court!  official!  perhaps 
contains  our  sentence! — we  shall  be  hung  without  judge 
or  jury. 
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aff?n  wearsT,“  awkward  appearance:  we 
must  bribe  tins  fellow.— Hush!  he  reads. 

J‘™«onr-»pend 

execution  »»  ^  see  14  carned  into  immediate 

Joe.  What !  *  exalted  situation!— suspended  1 _ further 

t0  immediate  execution  i’  oh  !  we 
H 1  l  ,  amly  ber.han§'ed  !  we  must  bribe  this  fellow  — - 
Hark  ye,  master  Baillie,  we  are  in  your  power :  but  ho w- 

BaiI°Ury  dlS^llfV’2  US>  we  are  not  what  ^  seem. 

minstrel*’  v  n°’  tmt  youar’nt>  1  warrant  me;  those 
minstrels  disguises  cover  plenty  of  villainy 

Joe  Be  we  what  we  may,  here  lies  the  point :  let  us 

depart  and  two  well  filled  purses  shall  be  your  reward. 

.  Eh.  what!  two  well  filled  purses?  Oh'  the 

villains!  attempt  to  bribe  the  Baillie  of  Martigue'— here 

awav>  Oh”S?b  !  S  nZ ■  “T*  fel,ows!  takea"  their  money’ 
of  Martio-  ■  t  “vlllalns-  attempt  to  corrupt  the  Baillie 
of  Martigue  !— here,  give  it  me.  I’ll  take  care  of  it :  let 
us  get  out  of  temptation  as  fast  as  we  can.  [takes  purse,. 

Prince.  What  a  consummate  scoundrel  .'—what  an  in¬ 
ternal  scrape  we  have  got  into  ! 

Bail.  Two  well  filled  purses,  upon  my  word  ;  very 
few  magistrates  would  have  resisted  this:  oh!  ihat  a 
blessing  it  is,  to  have  such  an  impartial  incorruptible 
em  jer  o  justice  as  myself  in  a  village  :  I  must  keepthese 
safe  to  prevent  their  doi  ng  f urther  mischief;  [ pockets  \ them .  ] 

W  erb  rogues.  hark’ye.  Caitiffs !  know  that  lhaveinmy 
gi  eat  care,  slept  over  your  case  all  night  :  and  having-  re- 
ceived  notice  that  the  Countess  of  Martigue  and  her  frfend 
Edile,  mean  to  honour  our  festival  to-day  with  their 
forrTCe;  H  add  to  the  variety  of  amusements  prepared 
them  ’  1  haVC  determined  vou  sHall  be  punished  before 

Joe.  The  devil 

Prince.  Uncommonly  pleasant,  upon  my  soul' 

Bail.  However,  as  I  am  inclined  to  shew  you  ai /  pos¬ 
sible  favour,  on  occasion  of  the  festival,  1  shall  mercifully 
to  ch°ose  your  own  punishment you  shall 
either  have  your  backs  tickled  for  some  hours’,  or  to  qua- 

in^the°stockfS  f°r  dancin£~y°u  shaI1  Pass  the  afternoon 

Prince.,  f  can  near  no  longer  lead  me  directly  to  the 
Countess;  if  she  does  not  acknowledge  me  to  be  as  ! 
have  said,  the  Prince  of  Provence,  i  am  content  Vcn 


44 


JOCONDE. 


[ACT  II. 

dure  any  punishment  you  can  inflict  upon  me :  and  if 
she  does,  I  demand  my  liberty,  and  vengeance  on  those 
who  so  falsely  have  accused  me. 

Joe.  And  I  the  same. 

Bail.  Here’s  the  world  turned  upsiae  down  :  here’s 
perversion  of  rank  and  dignity  :  the  criminal  demanding 
and  commanding  the  judge. 

Enter  Edile,  c.  r. 

Edile.  Oh!  pray  your  worship,  let  them  go  :  I’ll  un¬ 
dertake  the  Countess  won’t  know  any  thing  at  all  about 
them. 

Prince.  You  will,  will  you  ? 

Joe.  Why  this  is  one  of  those  cursed  gipsies  that  ex¬ 
posed  us  to  Jeannette, — oh!  the  hussey  ! 

Bail.  It  shall  be  so  :  I’ll  take  them  at  their  words: — 
bring  away  those  knaves,  bring  them  along:  and  do  you 
hear  ?  get  the  whipping  post  and  stocks  ready. 

Joe.  We  are  content  to  undergo  the  ordeal  • — the  ta¬ 
bles  will  soon  be  turned  to  your  confusion  ! 

Bail.  What  are  they  muttering  V  Bring  them  along, 
the  rascals  ! — bring  them  along  ! 

[Exeunt  Baillie,  Joconde,  Prince,  Edile ,  and  Vil¬ 
lagers,  c.  F. 

Lucas.  Aye,  aye:  do  you  lead  the  van,  your  wor¬ 
ship,  and  I’ll  bring  up  the  rear,  as  we  say  on  a  march. 
Yes,  yes:  I  must  go  and  look  after  Jeannette  :  the  Baillie 
has  selected  her  to  receive  the  garland  of  the  Rosiere : 
she  has  promised  to  make  me  her  field  marshal,  and  we 
are  to  be  married  this  very  afternoon.  Well,  I  hope  we 
shall  be  happy  ;  but  I  must  run  the  chance  of  that,  so 
here  goes.  [Exit  c.  F. 

SCENE  II. — An  ornamental  garden,  prepared  for  the  Fes¬ 
tival  of  the  Rosiere.  A  terrace  runs  along  the  back, 
in  the  middle  of  which  is  erected  a  temporary  triumphal 
archway .  On  the  left  of  the  stage  is  an  orchestra  pre¬ 
pared  Jot  musicians  ;  on  the  right  a  canopy  with  seats. 

Enter  Baillie,  Prince,  Joconde,  Lucas,  e.  f. 

Bail.  Bring  them  along  !  bring  them  along  !  the  ras¬ 
cals  !— where  is  the  Countess  ? — oh!  here  she  comes:  now 
4 hen  for  it ;  now  then,  rogues  ! — all  your  villainy  will 
soon  be  finely  exposed. 
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Enter  Countess  and  Edile,  c. 


f. 


-Sme  offender  rrr0W’  M‘''  BailIie*-who  have  we  here? 

andXeMf  /dX  mre’  L1,,1  ,en’t  ashamed  to  address  her, 
-Mathilde-  ’  ShaU  he  hanged :  [Aside.]  Countess 

heSi'mputnyc°eU!  pffClt  h°W  W  t°n«Ues ! 

with  your  grace!  “  1  they  are  lntimately  acquainted 

C/fnt/U'  vWhat!  ac(luainted  with  me? 
of  ^  are  thc  P™ee 

aequTnt'an«h!  the  P™ee  of  Provence !  he  is  my  intimate 
Prince,  there,  I  told  you  so  :  Countess  Mathilda  ' 

meet1nglftiUt  ^  C0Untry*  ^ing love to  every  gi/l^ 

,  ute  ssbm  » ?i;ShoI 

the  haw,ies' uf  men? 

Joe.  Prince ! 

Prince.  I  have  it  not. 

Joe.  We  are  duped  ! 

Prince.  Yes;  caught  in  our  own  trap.  Mathilde  ir 
knowledges  my  error,  will  you  not  acknowledge “  > 

Count  Why  I  don’t  know  what  to  say  •  ffToconde 
would  but  give  me  up  the  scarf  Y '  r/r«S(„ 

Count  C0We’nThel?0UnTtCSS  1  ,*?  “<!*  rally  “S  too  closely.' 

Bat  [So 1 S: ; jsSo  f®°  n  Pn 

with  me!  they’ll  hang  me  without  mercy!  '  '  “  "P 
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Count.  You  have  had  a  very  handsome  lesson 

Prince.  Though  somewhat  bitter  to  digest. 

Count.  I  believe  1  must  take  pity  ;  look  over  your 
past  follies,  and  bestow  the  scarf  that  has  cost  us  so  much. 
Come,  Joconde,  Edile  will  not  be  cruel,  the  locket  will 
yet  be  yours. 

Joe.  How  can  we  repay  such  kindness  ? 

Count.  Amply,  by  being  kind  to  us  in  return.  Come, 
Prince,  this  is  a  general  jubilee  ; — every  heart  here  keeps 
holiday  :  we  must  not  form  an  exception  ; — receive  from 
me,  the  gift  that  bestows  myself.  [Prince  and  Joconde  kneel 
—  Coun  tess  and  Edile  bestow  the  scarf  and  locket. 

Prince.  Words  cannot  express  the  thanks  that  are  due 
to  you  :  my  gratitude  must  be  a  silent  one,  and  speak  it¬ 
self  in  a  future  life  of  constancy  and  love. 

Count.  No  more,  Prince: — Mr.  Baillie. 

Bail.  O!  lord!  oh!  lord!  its  all  up  with  me  my 
time’s  come!  hanging  will  be  too  good  for  me  ;  [aside. ]yes, 
your  terribleship. 

Count.  Let  the  festival  commence. 

Bail.  I  will,  your  mightiness  : — here’sa  come  off.  laside. 

Joe.  Stop,  Mr  Baillie  ;  will  there  be  any  occasion  for 
our  backs  to  be  tickled  with  a  whipping,  and  our  legs 
qualified  in  the  stocks  ?  or  shall  you  be  able  to  furnish 
sufficient  amusement  without. 

Bail  Illustrious  Sir!  magnanimous  Prince!  you 
know  that  justice  is  blind,  and  therefore  you  won’t 
wonder,  if  she  for  once,  has  committed  a  small  over¬ 
sight,  and  made  herself  a  pair  of  spectacles  of  your 
sacred  persons. 

Prince.  Ha  !  ha  !  na  !  ’tis  a  day  of  general  amnesty  : 
we  must  forget  and  forgive,  you  area  very  vigilant  officer. 

Joe.  Yes,  a  very  incorruptible,  impartial  magistrate, 
and  perfectly  above  taking  a  bribe:  only  Pll  thank  you 
to  return  our  two  purses. 

Bail.  Oh!  your  lordships !  I  beg  your  pardons;  I’d 
just  put  them  into  chancery  for  a  short  time. 

Joe.  Then  be  so  obliging  not  to  let  it  be  long  before 
they  come  out  again  ; — but  come,  now  for  the  festival. 

Prince.  Who  is  the  happy  fair  one,  Baillie  ?  who  is 
this  day  to  be  blessed  with  the  garland  of  the  Rosidre. 

Bail.  Behold  her  my  lord  !  she  comes ! 

Joe.  Jeannette! 

Prince.  The  charming  Jeannette  ! 

Count.  Yes  ;  you  have  no  objection,  have  you  Prince? 
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su^r*  no  means  :  it  gives  me  the  greatest  plea- 

Count.  I  wni  procure  her  a  husband  with  two 
such  lovers  as  those  she  had  last  night  ;-a  husband  me- 
thinks  will  not  be  unnecessary. 

Bail.  No,  no  ;  egad,  I  must  keep  a  sharp  look  out. 

[aside. 

Miisic  —Enier  Jeannette,  with  the  elders  of  the  village 
—  the  Maire  Cure,  Gens  d'armes ,  Musicians ,  banner 
Bearers,  village  lads  and  lasses,  8$ c.  in  procession,  u. 

Count.  Charming  Jeannette:  the  Baillie  has  selected 
you  as  the  fairest  and  most  virtuous  damsel, and  this  chap¬ 
let  of  roses,  spotless  and  pure  as  yourself  which  the 
rince  will  bestow  upon  you,  entitles  you  to  name  the 
object  of  your  choice,  and  receive  the  thousand  crowns. 

[Music .— Jeannette  kneels,  and  is  croivnedby  the  Countess. 
Enter  Lucas,  behind,  L. — -  unobserved. 

Lucas.  There  she  is:  she  has  got  the  garland ! — now 
or  it,  as  we  say  when  we’re  drawing  the  trigger.  Now 
for  it !— egad,  I’m  all  on  half  cock  !  ^  [aside. 

Jean.  The  object  of  my  choice,  dear  lady,  now  stands 
e°r®,me\  .  [significantly,  observing  Lucas, 

ui  •  ye,  aye  ;  in  putting  the  thousand  crowns  in 
her  pocket,  I’m  putting  them  in  my  o.wn.  [aside. 

Jean.  He  knows  my  decision  in  his  favour,  my  la¬ 
dies,  and  only  wait  the  word  of  command  to  rush  into 
my  arms. 

Bail.  No,  no,  he  only  waits  the  word,  my  lady. 
Lucas.  Eyes  right !  make  ready  !  as  we  say.  [aside. 
Jean.  Object  of  Jeannette’s  affections  stand  forward 
and  claim  your  bride  ! 

Bail.  Here  I  am,  duckey:  here  I  am  !  chickabiddy 
Lucas.  To  the  right  about,  old  gentleman !— fall  bark 
two  deep !  as  we  say. 

„  •,  hl  [co™ing  forward  and  turning  Baillie  round. 
Bail.  Ob,  lord,  oh,  lord!  that  cursed  hussar!  Oh  » 

I  shall  be  cut  out,  I  see  quite  clear. 

Lucas  Now,  my  dear  little  love,  surrender  for  life 
as  we  say;  yield  to  your  faithful  Lucas;  enlist  in  the 
ranks  of  matrimony,  and  let  my  arms  be  your  head  quar¬ 
ters,  till  the  last  drum  beat  to  a  general  muster 

Jean.  Dear,  dear,  Lucas  !  [«%  embrace. 
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Bail.  So!  he  is’nt  her  brother  after  all?  Oh!  my 
poor  thousand  crowns ! — I’m  tricked  at  last!  I’m  bam¬ 
boozled  !  foiled !  ,  ,  T 

Prince.  Not  so :  do  not  cloud  your  gaiety  :  though  L 
cannot  supply  the  loss  of  Jeannette— a  thousand  crowns 
1  can  supply  : — come,  come,  we  must  have  no  sorrow  on 
a  day  like  this,  I  will  make  up  all  ! 

Bail.  Will  you,  my  Lord?- - Oh,  if  I  get  the  thou¬ 

sand  crowns,  any  one  who  will,  may  have  Jeannette  j 
—come,  lads  and'lasses,  let  the  dance  begin. 

Prince.  Aye,  aye,  be  seated  all. 

FESTIVAL. 

Prince,  Countess,  Joconde,  Edile,  Lucas,  and  Jean¬ 
nette,  seat  themselves.  Village  lads  and,  lasses  perform 
various  dances,  and  conclude  with  forming  an  emble¬ 
matical  device  in  honour  of  Jeannette. 

Prince,  [rising.}  ’Tis  well:  friends,  I  commend  your 
pains — let  us  now  to  the  castle.  May  our  errors  be  for¬ 
given,  now  that  they  are  over  !  long  may  we  smile  at  the 
follies  of  Joconde:  and  long  may  we  meet  the  friends 
around  us  at  the  festival  of  the  Rosiere! 


Air. — “  Au  Clair  de  la  LuneP 


May  each  returning  year,  friends, 

Still  see  our  Rosiere  ; 

And  virtuestill,  as  here,  friends, 

The  wreath  of  merit  wear. 

Your  favour  our  renown,  friends, 

Be  not  our  labour  lost ; 

Your  praise  our  joy  will  crown,  friends. 
And  well  repay  each  cost ! 
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All’s  well  that  ends  j  171  .Riches,  Is. 


124 

125 

126 


127 


well 

VOL.  XIX. 

-.  Artaxerxes 

128  The  Serf,  Is. 

129  The  Lancers 

130  Love  tor  Love 

131  The.Merchant’s  Wed¬ 
ding,  Is. 

132  Race  for  a  Dinner 

133  Raising  the  Wind 
VO  L.  XX. 

131  Siege  of  Belgrade 


172  'The  Citizen 
VOL.  XX  V. 

1 173  Grecian  Daughter 
!  174  Charles  the  XII,  Is 
|  175  Teddy  the  Tiler 

176  Popping  the  Ones* 
tion 

177  'The Maidof  Judah, Is 

178  X.  Y.  Z. 

179  Oroouoko 

180  Honest  Thieves 

181  The  Blind  Boy 


VOL.  XXVI. 

182  Notoriety,  Is. 

183  Matrimony 

184  A -Husband  at  Sight 

185  first  of  A  pril 

186  John  of  Paris 

187  The  Miller  and  his 

Men,  Is. 

188  Prisoner  at  Large 

189  'J'itnon  of  Athens 

190  The  Prize 

VOL.  XXVII. 

191  Henry  IV.  Part  II. 

192  Forty  Thieves 

193  My  Grandmother 

194  The  Vampire 

195  The  Farmer 

196  Ella  Rosenberg 

197  The  Two  Friends 

198  Valentine  and  Orson 

199  Folly  as  it  Dies 
VOL.  XXVIII. 

200  The  Robber’s  Wife 
■201  Magpie, or  the  Maid 

202  Shakspeare  s  Early 

Days 

203  Point  of  Honour 

204  High  Ways  and  By- 

Ways 

205  The  Ice  Witch 

206  St.  Patrick’s  Day 

207  The  Blind  Bargain 

208  Robinson  Crusoe 
VOL.  XXIX. 

209  L'heMaid  of  1  lonour 

210  Sleeping  Draught 

211  Timour  the  Tartar 

212  Modern  Antiques 

213  King  Richard  If. 

214  Mrs.  Wiggins 

215  Comfortable  Lodg¬ 

ings 

216  The  Exile,  Is. 

217  Day  after  the  Wed¬ 

ding 

218  The  Adopted  Child 

VOL.  XXX. 

219  The  Bride  of  Lud- 

gate,  is. 

220  Tekeli 

221  Old  and  Young 

222  The  Bee  Hive 

223  Hartford  Bridge 

224  l'wo  Strings  to  your 

Bow 

225  The  Haunted  Inn 

226  I  low  to  grow  Rich, Is 

227  Fortune’s  Frolic 

228  The  Haunted  lower 

VOL.  XXXI. 

229  Killing  no  Murder 

230  Mr.  Mrs.  Pringle 

231  The  Antiquary  Is. 

232  Agreeable  Surprise 

233  Son-in- Law 

234  Open  House 

235  Falls  of  Clyde 

236  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  by  Ad¬ 

vertisement 

237  Peeping  Tom  of  Co¬ 

ventry 

VOL.  XXXII. 

238  Castleof  Andalusials 

239  One  o’Clock ! 

240  Julian,  Is. 


241  tom  us 

242  Fontainbleau,  Is. 

243  English  Fleet 

244  The  Widow,  or  who 

wins 

245  The  Camp 

246  Personation 
VOL.  XXXIII. 

247  Maid  or  Wife 

248  Castle  of  Sorrento 

249  iF: austus.  Is. 

250  All  at  Coventry 

251  Tom  and  Jerry 

252  Robert  the  Devil 

253  Lestocq 

254  Cataract  of  the 

Ganges 

255  Old  Regimentals 
VOL.  XXXIV. 

256  Presumptive  Evi¬ 

dence 

257  Wild  Oats 

258  Hit  or  Miss 

259  Ambition 

260  The  Jew  and  the 

Doctor 

261  The  Knights  of  the 

Cross 

262  Is  he  Jealous? 

263  Hundred  Pound 

Note 

264  Rugantino 

265  The  Steward,  Is. 
VOL.  XXXV. 

266  Zarah 

267  The  Miser 

268  The  Iron  Chest,  Is. 

269  The  Romp 

270  Mountaineers,  Is. 

271  The  Lottery  Ticket 

272  Nettlewig  Hall 

273  Quite  at  Home 

274  Make  your  Wills 

275  My  Husband's 

Ghost 

VOL,  XXXVI. 

276  A  Bold  Stroke  for 

a  Husband 

277  Sylvester  Dagger- 

278  Gil  Bias  [wood 

279  Aladdin 

280  Blue  Beard 

281  John  Bull.  Is. 

282  The  Invincibles 

283  Malvina 

284  The  Review 

285  Rob  Roy 


VOL.  I.  to  XXXV. 
may  be  had  in  boards, 
Price  £6.  IJs.  6d. 


OUMBERI.AND’S 

Minor  Theatre. 

VOL.  1. 

1  The  Pilot 

2  Heart  of  Mid-lothian 
.3  Inchcape  Bell 

4  Mason  of  Buda 

5  The  Scapegrace 

6  Suil  Dhuv  the  coiner 

7  The  Earthquake 

8  “  I.iy  Old  Woman” 

9  Massianello 

VOL.  II. 

10  Don  Giovanni 

11  Paul  Jones 

12  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  Flying  Dutchman 

15  Yes!! ! 

16  Forest  Oracle 

17  Ivanhoe 

18  Floating  Beacon 

VOL.  III. 

19  Sylvana 

20 'lorn  Bowling 

21  Innkeeper  ot  Abbe¬ 

ville 

22  Lady  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  Two  Gregories 

25  Wandering  Boys 

26  Paris  and  London 

27  A  Day  after  the  Fair 

VOL.  IV. 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief-Making 

30  Joan  of  Arc 

.31  The  Ruffian  Boy- 

32  Fortunes  of  Nigel 

33  The  Wreck 

34  Every -body’s  Hus¬ 

band 

35  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  FVux 

VOL-  V. 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

.39  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  “  No  !!!” 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thalaba 

44  Waverley 

45  Winning  a  Husband 

VOL.  VI.  ‘ 

46  Holer,  the  Tell  of  the 

Tyrol 

*7  Paul  Clifford 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  lower  of  Nesle 

51  Sworn  at  Ilighgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  Golden  Farmer 

VOL.  Vll. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “  The  Sea !  ” 

57  Clerk  of  Clerkenwell 

58  The  H  ut  'of  the  Red 

Mountain 

59  John  Street.  Adelphi 

60  Lear  of  Private  Life 
161  John  Overy 


62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smuggler’s  daugbte 

VOL.  VIII. 

64  Cedar  Chest 

65  Wardock  Kennilso 

66  The  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gilderoy 

69  Fate  of  Galas 

70  The  Young  Reete* 

71  The  Revolt  of  tli 

Workhouse 

72  The  Man  and  tb 

Marquis 
VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsy  Jack 

74  Lurline 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 
?6  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man- Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  “My  Poll  ami  rn. 

Partner  Joe  ’’ 

80  The  Sixes 

81  Good-Looking  Fe. 

low  [Moo 

82  The  Wizard  of  th  1 

VOL.  X. 

83  The  Roof  Scramble 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

85  Robber  of  the  Rhin- 

86  Eugene  A  ram 

87  The  Eddystone  El 

88  My  Wife’s  Husbau* 

89  Married  Bachelor 

90  Sbakspear’s  Festiva 

91  Van  Dieman’s  Lam 

92  Le  Pauvre  Jacques 

VOL.  XL' 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 

95  An  Uncle  too  man-' 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride 

98  Beggar  ot  Cripple 

gate 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  a  Becket 

101  The  Pestilence  of 

Marseilles 

102  Unfortunate  Miss 

Bailey 
VOL.  XII. 

103  HumpbaekedLbve 

104  Bound  ’Prentice 

to  a  Waterman 

105  March  of  Intellect 

106  Joconde 

107  The  Koeuba 

108  Shipwreck  of  the 

Medusa 

109  Chain  of  Guilt 

110  Ion 

,111  Mistletoe  Bough 
112  My  Friend  Thonip 
son 


VOL.  I.  to  XL  may  b« 
had  in  boards 
Price  £2.  16s. 
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